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- TO THE 


Right Honourable 


Wi LLIAM, 


Lord Marquifs of 
HARTI N GTO Ne 


My LOR D, 
Verv Body is now fo full of Buf nefs, 
that things of this kind, which are g 
- nerally taken for the entertainment ae 
leifure Hours only, look like Imperti- 
hence and Interruption. I am fure it is a 
rcafon why I ought to beg your Lordfhip’s Par- 
don, for troubling you with this Tragedy; Not 
bur thae Poetry has always been, and will ftill 
be. the Entertainment of all wife Men, that 
have any delicacy in their Knowledge ; Yet 
at fo core a functure as this is, I mutt 
confifs I think your Lordhhip ought to give 
, intirely 





Epiftle Dedicatory. - 


incircly into thofe publick Affairs, which at this 
time feem to demand you. — Ic is chat happy Turn 
which your Lordfhip has to bufinefs, that righe 
underftanding of your Country’s Intereft, and 
that conftant Zeal to purfue it, that jut Think- 
ing, that ftrong and perfuaftve Elocution, that 


_, firm and generous Refolution, which upon all oc- 








cafions you have fhewn in Parhaments; and 
to add, that which 1s the crowning good quality, 
your Lordhhip’s continual adherence and unfha- 
ken Loyalty to His prefent Majefty, which make 
you atthistimce fo neceflary tothe Publick. I mutt 
confefs, (tho’ there is no parce in your Lordhip’s | 
Character, but what the World fhould be fond of) 
I cannot help diftinguithing the latt inftance ve- 
‘ty particularly : Ie is doing ( methinks) fuch 
a Juftice to Goodnefs, to Greatnefs, and to 
Right Reafon, that Pofterity will believe there 
_ could be no Manof good Senfe, but what mutt 
have agreed with your Lordfhip init. When the 
next Age fhall read the Hiftory of this, Whae 
Excufe can they make for thofe who did not 
- admire a Prince whofe Life has been a Scries 
of good Offices done to Mankind? When they 
-fhall reckon up his Labours from the Battle of 
Seneff, to fome Glorious Action, which fhall’ be 
his Laft, (and which I therefore hope i Is very far 
remov’d from the: prefent Time #) Wil they e- 
ver belicve that he could have been too well 
_lov’d, or too faithfully fervd and defended 3. 
' The 


E piftle Dedicatory. 


e World. I might add here, that laviolable 
i Religious obfervance of his Royal Word, 
which the bet part of the Powers of Europe, 
have fo frequently and fo happily, for them-_ 
{clves, depended upon in the greateft Emergen- 
-cics. But as this ‘Virtue is generally reckon’d as 
no more than thatcommon Honefty, which the 
meancft Man would blufh to be without, fo 
it-can hardly claim a place amongf the more 
parucular excellencics of a Great: Prince. It 
were to be wih’d, indeed, that the World were 
honeft to fuch a degree, and that there were 
not that fcandalous defect of common Mo- 
rality. Certainly nothing can be more fhocking 
to Humanity, to the Peace and Order of the 
World ; nothing can approach nearer to that - 
Savage “tate of Nature, in which every Man 
is to eat his fellow if he can mafter him, than 
an avowd liberty of breaking thro’ all the 
moft folemn Engagements. of publick Faith. 
Tis fomcthing that brands. a Man with an Infa- 
my, which nothing can extenuate or WIpe out ; 
he may proteft and pretend to explain his mean- 
ng, but the World has generally too much 
indignation for the Affront, to bear.it at that 
eafic rate. Munifters and Secretaries of State, 
may difplay their own parts in Mz: — 

with as much pomp and flourifh as they pleaf 

I fancy the common anfwer upon fuch oc- 

Cafions will always be, you -have deceiv’d us 
protly 





Epiftle Dedicatory, 

The Great Things which he did before we had 
that immediate Intereft in him, which we now 
happily have, is a noble and. juft Subject 
for Panegyrick ; butas Benefits done to Ochcers, 
can never touchus fo fenfibly as thofe we re- 
ceive:aur felves, tho’ the Actions may be cqual- 
ly: great, fo, methinks, I can hardly have pati- 
ence to run back to his’ having fav’d his own | 
Country, when I confder kehas fince done the, 
fame for Us; Let that be fufficicnt to Us, for 
all we can fay of him or do for him. What 
~ Dangers and Difficulties has he not ftruggled 
thro’, for the Honour and Safery of thefe King- 
doms? ’Tis a common Praife, and what eve- 
ry one fpeaks, to fay, He has continually ex- 
‘-posd his Life for his People ; But there are 
fonie things more particular inhis Character, 
fome tings rarely found amongtt the Po- 
licies of Princes; a Zeal for Religion, mo- 
cerated by Reafon, without the rage and fire 
of Perfecution; a charitable Compaflion tor 
‘thofe who cannot be convine’d, and an unal- — 
terable perfcverance in thofe principles of whofe 
truch he is fatisfy'd ; a defire of War for tne 
fake of Peace; and of Peace for the good and 
honour of his Subjects equally wich his own. ; 
a Pious care for compofing Factions, tho’ to 
foment them might make him Arbitrary ; and 
a generous Ambition that only aims at powr, | 
to cnable him to do good to ail the reft of 

ae 
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gtofly, and we neither can nor will trutt you 
any more. When this Vice comes amongtt: 
~ Men of the firft Rank, it is the more fhock-* 
ing, and I could with ‘there were none fuch, 
to whofe charge it might be Jad. | 
Some People (who do me a very great 
Honour in it) have fancy’d, that in the Perfon 
of Tamerlane I have alluded to the g reatcit 
Character of the prefene Age. I don’t know, 
whether I ought not to apprehend a great deal 
of Danger from.avowing a Defign hike that. 
It may be a Task indeed worthy the greateit 
— Genius, which this, or any other Time has 
produc‘ : But therefore I ought not to ftand 
the Shock of a Parallel, left ic fhould be feen, 
to my Difadvantage, how .far the Hero has 
tran{cended the Poets Thought. There are ma- 
ny Features, *tis true, in that Great Man’s Life, | 
not unlike His Majetty : His Courage, his Pie- 
ty, his Moderation, his Juftice, and his Fathcr- 
ly Love of his People , but above all, his 
Hate of Tyranny and Oppreffion , and his 
zealous Care for the Common Good of Man- 
kind, carry a large Refemblance of Him: Sc- 
veral Incidents are alike in their Storics; and 
there wants nothing to his Majefty but fuch a 
deciding Victory, as that by which Zamerlane 
gave Peace to the World. That is yet to 
Come: But I hope we may reafonably ‘expect 
it from che unanimity of the prefene Par- 
b liament, 





| LE piftle Dedicatory. 
hament, and fo fernudable a Force as that U- 
nanimuty will give Life and Vigour to. 
If your Lordihip can find any thing .in this 
Poem like a Prince, who 1s fo jullly the Objeét 
of your Lordthip’s, an indeed of the World’s 
Veneration, I perfuade my felf ic will prevail 
with you to forgive every thing elfe that you 
find amifs. You will excufe the faults in Wri- 
ting, forthe goodnefs of the Intention. I hope 
too, your Lordflhip will not be difpleas'd, that 
I take this opportunity of renewing the ho- 
nour which I formerly had, to be known to 
your Lordfhip, and which gives me at once 
the pleafure of exprefing thofe Juft and Duti- 
ful Sentiments I have for his Majefty, and that 
{trong Inclination which I have always had to 
be thought, | | 


M ly Lord, 
Your Lord{bips moft Obedient, 


Humble Servant, 


N. RO W E. 





Se EL EE IT 


PROLOGUE. 


Spoke by Mr. Betterton. 








Have lafted longer, or have higher flown, 
Than thofe that tel the Fame by ancient Heroes won, 
With Pleafure, Rome andGreat Aguftus, beard 
Arms and the Man fung by the Mantuan Bard ; 
In Spite vf time, the Sacred Story lives, 
And Czfar and his Empire fill furvives. 
Like him, (tho much unequal to his Flame) 
Our Author makes a pious Prince hisTbeme. 
High with the foremoft Names in Arms he flood, — 


F all the Mufes various Lalours, none 


Had fought, and fufferd for his Country's good, 

Tet fought not Fame, but Peace, in Fields of Blood. 

Safe under him his happy People fate, | 

And grievd at diftance for their Neightcurs Fate. 

Whilft with Succefs, a Turkith Monarch crown'd, 

Like fpreading Flame, deform'd the Naticns round : 

With Sword and Fire be forc’d his impious way 

To Lawlefs Pow'r, and Univerfal Sway: 

Some abject States for fear the Tyrant joyn ; | 

Others for Gold their Liberties refign, | 

And venal Princes fold their Right Divine. 

Till Eleaven, the growing Evil to redrefs, 

Sent Tamertane to give the World a Peace. 

The Hero rous d, afferts the Glorious Caufe, 

— Andto the Field the chearful Soldier draws: 

Around in Crowds his valiant Leaders wait, 

Anxious for Glory, and fecure of Fate ; 

Well pleas d, once more to venture on bis fide, 

And prove that Faith again, which haa fo oft been try'd. 
b 2 Zhe 


The Peaceful Fathers, who in Senates meet, 
Approve an Enterprize fo Fuji}, fo Great ; 
While with their Prince’s Arms, their Voice thus join d, 
- Gains half the Praife of having fav'd Mankind, 
tun in aCircle, where, like this, the Fair | 
Were met, the bright Affemtly did declare, ‘ 
Their L[oufe with one confent were, for the War. 
Each urgd her Lover to unfl-eath his Sword, 
And never fpare a Man who broke his Word. 
; Thus fird, the Brave on to the Danger prefs ; 
Their Arms were crown'd abroad, with juft Succefs, 
And bleft at Flome with Beauty and with Peace, 
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EFPILQGUE, 
.* Spoke by Mts. Bracegirdle. a 


Lo When Harmony with Beauty joya'd of late, 
Threatewd the Ruin of our finking State ; 
Till yeu, from whom our Being we receive, 
In pity bid your own Creation live. 
With moving Sounds you kindly drew the Fair, 
And fixt, once more, that fhining Circle here, 
The Lyre you bring wkalf Apollo’s Praife ; 
Be ours the Task to win and wear his Bayes. 
Thin Eoufes were before fo frequent to us, 
We wanted not a Project to undo us, 
We feldom faw your Flonours but by chance, 
“As fome Folks meet their Friends of Spain and France. 
‘Twas Verfe decay'd, or Politicks improwd, 
That had eftrang’d you thus from what you lov'd, 
Time was, when bufie Faces were a off 
When Wit and Pleafure were in moft requeft - 
When chearful Theaters with Crouds were gracd ; 
But thofe good Days of Poetry were paft : 
Now fow'r Reformers in an empty Pit, 


00 wel we faw what muft have been our Fate, | 


With Table Books, as ata Lecture, fit, 
To take Notes, and give Evidence’ zainfl Wit. 
Thofe who were once our Friends, employ'd elfewhere, 
Are bufte now in fetling Peace and War, 

With careful Brows at Tom's and Will's they meet, 
And ask, who did Election's lofe or get ——-~- 
Our Friend has boft it —— Faith, I'm forry fort, 
He’s a good Man, and ne'er was for the Court : 
fe tono Government will fue for Grace; 








Ry want of Merit, fafe again? a Place: 

By fpite a Patriot made; and fworn f oppofe 
Al who are Uppermoft, as England’s Foes. 

Let Whig or Lory, any fide prevail, 

Stil tis hes conftant Priviledge to rail, 

| Another, that the Tax and War may ceafe, 
Lalksef the Duke of Avjows Right, and Peace; 
And, from Spain’s wife Example, is for taking 

A Vice-Roy of the mighty Menarch’s making ; 
Who fhould of Rights aud Liberties maintain, 
And Englith Laws by learn’d Dragoons explain, _ 


EZere uncontrol d you may in Judgment fit, 

We'll ever differ with a crowded Pit. 

We'll take you all, ev'non your own Conditions, 
Think you Great Men, and wond'rous Politicians. - 
And if you flight the Offers which we mate you, 


Come, leave thefe Politicks, and follow Wit; ‘ 


No Brentford Princes wil for State{men take you. - 


Dramatis Perfonz. — 


— Tamerlane. < Mr. Betrerton. 
| Bajazet Emperorof the Turks. Mr. Verbruggen. 

Axawla an Italian Prince, Ge-) | , 
neral and Fayourite of Za-? Mr. Bootb. 
merlane. | 

Monefes a Grecian Prince, and Mr. Powell. — 
a Chriftian. 7 

Stratocles his Friend. Mr. Pack. 

Prince of Zanais, Kinfinan ae M 


General to Tamerlane. t. bietdhoufe. 
Omar, a Tartar Genetal. Mr. Freeman. 
Muvan (Parthian Gencrals to? Mr. C ory. 
Zama S. Tamerlane. SS Mr. Husbands. 
—— Eunuch to Ba- , Mr. Baily, 
A Turkifb Dervife, _ Mr. Arnold. 
WOMEN. 


Arpafia, a Grecian Princefs. Mrs. Barry, 
Selima, Daughter of Bajazet. Mrs. Bracegirdle. 


Parthian and. Tartar Soldiers. 
Mutes belonging to Bajazet. 
Ocher Attendants, 


SCENE Tamerlane’s Camp, rev 
Angoria in Galatia. 


n_ 


6 
‘ t 
“A 


Gunter eres -o-3 








owe eee. - eee 





~ 


TAMERLANE, 


SRSA) 





ACT 1 SCENEL - . 





“SCENE before Tamerlane’s Tent. 





Enter the Prince of Tanais, Zama, and Mirvan. 


Pr. of T. WAIL : the Sun! from whofe returning 
Light 
The Cail Soldiers Arms new Lure 

3 take, “ ¥ 7 
To deck the Pomp of Battle; Oh, my Friends ! 
Was ever fucha glorious Face of War? sy. 
See, from this haght! how all ¢../at#a’s Plains 
' With Nations numberlefs are coverdoer; 
Who, like a Deluge, hidethe face of Earth, 
And leave no Goject, in the vaft Horizon, 
But glite’ring “Arms, and Sxies. 

Zam. Our Afiaa World -- 

From this important Day expects a Lord, 
This Day they hope an Enc otall their Woes, 
Of Tyranny, of Boodage, and Opprefiion, 
Fram our Victorious Empror, Zamer/ane. 

Alir. Well has our holy d/ba mark’d him out 
Tie Scourge of lawsefs Pride, and dire Ambition, 
The great Avenger of the groaning World. 

Well bas he worn the Sacred Caufe of Juilice - 
7 : B a 


Upon 








2° TAMERLANE. 


Upon his profp’rous Sword ; approving Heava ~ "| 
Stull crown d the righteous Warrior with Succefs ; 
As if it faid, Go forth, and be my Champion, 
Thou moft likeme of all my Works below. 
Pr. NoLuft of Rule, (the common Vice of Kings) 
No furious Zeal infpir’'d by hot-brain‘d: Priefts, 
il hid benéath Religion’s Specious Name, 
a drew his temperate Courage to the ficld: 
ut to redrefs an Tnjurd People’ s VVrongs, 
To favethe weak one from the flrong Opnreffor, : 
ts all his End of VVar; and when he draws 
the sword to punifh, Like relenting Heav'n, 
He feems unwilling to cclace his “Kind. 
ALir. So rich his "Saul in eve ry virtuous Grace, 
That, had not Nature made him creat by Birth, 
Yetall the Brave had fought him for their Friend : 
The Chrittian Pri nce Axalla nicely bred, 
Inpohih'd Arts of Europea Courts, 
For him forfakes hex Native ftaly, 


-~ 


- And hivesa hs iPPY Exile in his Service. 


Pr. Pleas’d with the gentl: Manners of that Prine 
Our mughty Lord 1s lavish to his Frien sips 
Tho’ Omar, and the Jartur Lords répine 
And loudly tax ticir Monarch, as too parcial. 7 | 
Zam, ‘Eer the mid Hour of Night, from Tent to Tent,’ 
Unwearyd, thro’ the numrrous Holt he paii, 
Viewing with careful ie cach feveral Qe“fter ; 
VVhillt from his Looks, as trom Divinity, 
The Soldier took Preface ; and cry d, Lead on, 
Great Alba, and our Emperor, Lead on | _s 
10 Vidory, and Evcrlafling kame. 
Mir, Wear youof Bajazet? © 
Pr. Late in the Evening : ; 
A Slave, of near Attendance on his s Perfon, 
‘Scap'd to our Camp: from him we f.arn'd, the Tyrart 
VVith Rage redoubled, for the Fighe prepares ; 
Some accidental Pat Ton fires his Breatt, ve 


(Lave, as’tis tought, fora fair Grecian Captive) 


z= _ And 


TAMERLANE. 


And adds new Horror to his native Fury ; 

For five returning Suns, {carce was he {een - 

By any the moft favour’d of his Court ; 

But in lafcivious Eafe, among tt his VVomea, 
Livdfromthe VVar retir'd ; or elie, alone 

In fullen mood fate. meditating Plagues, . 

And Ruift. tothe VVorld, till I yefter Morn, 

Like Fire that labring upwards rends the Earth, 

He burft with Fury from ‘his Tent, Commanding 

All fhould be ready for the Fight, this Day. 

Zam. 1 know his Temper well, fince, in his Court 

Compznion of the brave 4x alla’s Emba(ly, 
J oft obferv'dhim, Proud, Impatient, 

Of Ought Superiour, ev'n of Heav’n, that made him. 
Fond of falfe Glory, of the Savage Powr 
Of ruling without Reafon, of contounding 

Juft, and Unjuft, by an Unbounded VV; ill 
By whom Religion,- Honour, all the Bands, 


| That ought to held the jarring VVorld in Peace, 


WVere held the Tricks of State, Snares of wife Princes 
To draw their Eafy Neighbours to deftruction. 

Mir. Thrice, by our Lgwand Prophet, has he Gyern 
By the VVorld’s Lord, and Maker, lating Peace 
VVith our great Matter, and his Roy al Fricnd 
The Grecian Emperor ; as oft regardlets | 
OF plighted Faith, with moft Un- “Kingly Barenefs, 

F’has ta‘en the Advantage ot their abicac Arms, 
VVithout a VVar proclaim ‘d, or Caule pretented, 

To waft with Sword and Firc their fruitful Fiddds : - 
Like fome accurfed Fiend, who, “teapt irom Hell, 
Poifuns the balmy Air thro’ which he ties, 

He blafts the bearded Corn, and loaded Branches, 

The lab’ring Hiqd’s beft hopes, and marks his way with ruine 

Pr. But {ec ! he s Fate, the mighty Zamerlaig | 
Comes like the Froxy of -inquring hieav i, 

To Judge, .and to redrefs. 
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4 TAMERLANE. 
Flourifh of T. rumpets. 


Enter Tamerlane, Guards, and other Attendants. 


Tam. ¥ct, yet a little, and deMructive Slaughter 
7 Shall rage around, and marr this beauteous Profpect ; 

_ Pafs but an Hour, "which ftands betwixt the Lives 
: ci Of Thoufands and Eternity: What Change 

Shall hafly Death make in yon glittring Plain? 
| Oh thou fell Moniter War! that ina moment 
| Lay'ft waft the nobleft part of the Creation, 
' The Boaft, aad Mafierpiece of the Great Maker, 

. That wears in vain th’ Impreffiou of his Image, 
~Unpriviledgd from thee. 
w@ HealthtomyFriends, and to our Arms §7o0 the Priace, Za- 
(Succes, 2 mia, and Mirvan. 
Such as the Caufe for which we fight deferves. 
Pr. Nor can we ask beyond what Heav’n beftows, 
Freventing ftill our Wifhes. See Great Sir! 
. The Univerfal Joy, your Soidier wears 

Omen of profp rous Battle . 
oS | Impatient of the tedious Night in Arms 
Warchiful they flood expecting opening Day ; | 
And now are hardly by their Leaders held 
From darting on the Foe; like a hot Courfer, 

That bounding paws t the rould’ ring Soil, difdaining 
The Rein that checks him, eager for the Race. 
Tam. Yes, Prince, I mean to give a loofe to War: 

This Morn, ‘Axalla, with my Parthian Horfe 

Arrives to joinme, He, who like a Storm 

Swept with his flying Squadrons all che Plain 

Retween Angoria's Valls, and yon tall Mountains, 

That feem to reach the Clouds : and now. he cornes 

Loaden with Spoils, and Conqueit, - to my aid. 
Zam, Thefe Trumpets {peak his Prefence-—— 





Flourz {P 





TAMERLANE. gx 
a Flourz{h of Trumpets. * 


Enter Axalla with Soldiers. Monefes, Stratocles, aad 
“ Selima, Prifoners. | 


Axalla Axeels to Tamerlane. 


Zam. VVelcome! thou worthy Partner of my Lawrels, 
Thou Brother of my Choice, a Band more Sacred’ 
Than Nature's brittle Tye. By holy Friend{hip ! 
Glory, and Fame ftood ftill for thy arrival, 
My Soul feem’d wanting in itsbetter half, 
And languifh’d for thy abfence, like a Prapher, 
That waits the In{piration of his God, 
Ax. My Emperor! my ever Royal: Mafler! 
To whom: my Secret Soul more lowly bends, 
Than Forms of outward VVorthip can exprets ; 
How poorly does your Soldier pay this Goodnefs, 
VVho wears his every hour of Lire out for you? 
Yet ’tis his All, and what he has he oilers ; | 
Nor now difdain, t’ accept the Gift he brings, > 
This Earneft of your Fortune. See My Lord | 
The nobleft Prize, that evergrac’d my Arms ; 
Approach my Fair | 
Zam. Thisis indeed to Conquer, 
And weil to be rewarded for thy Conquefl ; 
The bloom of opening Flow'rs, Unfully'd Beauty,. 
Softnefs, and {wecteit Innocence fhe wears, 
And looks hike Nature in the VVorld’s firft Spring ; 
But fay, Axala 
Sei. Moti renovn’d in War, | Vneeling. 
Look with Compatiion on acaptive Maid, yan. 
Tho’ born of hoflile Blood; nor ler my Birth 
Derivid from Bayjazet, prevent that Mercy, 
VVhich every Subject of your Fortune finds ; 
VVaris the Proviuce of An;bitious Man, 
VVho tears the mifcrable VVorld for Empire ;. 
; ; * . | VV. 





—_ 








6 TAMERLANE. 
‘Whilft our weak Sex, incapable of wrong 
‘On either fide claims Priviled ge of Saf ety. 

‘Tan. (Raifiag her] Rife, Royal Maid, the Pride of haughty 
Pays Homage, not receives it from the Fair : (Po wer, 
Thy angry Father fiercely calls me forth, 

And urges me unwillingly to arm ; 

-Yet, tho’ our frowning Battles ae Dearh 
And mortal Conflict, think not that we hold 
Thy Innocence and Vertue as our Foe. 

Here, ‘tilfthe Fate of A/izis decided, 

In fatety fay. To Morrow ts your own: 
Nor grieve for who may conquer, or whio Icke ; 
Fortune on either fide fhall wait thy Withcs. 

Sef, Where fhall my Wonder and my Praifc begin! 
From the fuccefsful Labours of thy Arms ? | 
Or froma Theme more foft, and full of Peacc, 

Thy Mercy, and thy Gentlenefs ? Oli! Zumerdane ! 
What can I pay thee for this noble Ulage 
But grateful Praite ? SoHeav nit felf is naid. 
Give Peace, ye Pow’rs above, Peace to Mankind; . 
Nor Let my Father wage unequal War, 

Againft the force oi “fuch united Vertues. 

Tam. Heaven hear thy pious Wifh !—But finee our Prof] peat 
Locks darkly on Futurity, till Fate 
Determine for us, Ict thy Beauty's a 

Jemy Axala’s Care | in whote glid Eye 
Iread what sy. the plea‘ing § Service gives him. 


Is there amoneft thy other Prisners ough t { Zo Axalla. 
Worthy our Knowledge; > 
Ax. This brave Man, my Lord, : Poimieng to 


With long Refiftance heid the Combat doubtful ; Monctes. 
His Party, preft with Numbers, foon grew ine, 

And would have Icie their Charze an eaficircy ; 

Whilft he alone, undauntcd at the odsls, i. 

Tho hopelefs to etcape, fought well and firmly 

Nor yiclded, till o'er-miatch’d by many Hands, 

He {cem’d to fhame our Conquet, w bila he own'd it. 


: | | ‘Jam. 


TAMERLANE., 7 

Tam. Thou fpeak’ft him as a Soldier fliould a Soldicr, 
’ Juft to the worth he finds. I would not war [Zo Moncfes. 
With ought that wears thy vertious Stamp of Greatnefs : 
Thy Habit {peaks thee ChriftiaR——Nay, yet more, 
My Soul feems pleas’d to take acquaintance with thee, 
Asif allyd to thine: Perhaps ’tis Sympathy | 
Of honeft Minds; Like Strings wound up in Mufick, 
Where by one touch, both uitcr the fame Harmony : 
Why art thou then a Friend to Bajazet 2° ; 
And why my Enemy ? ve | 
Mor. Vf Humane Wifdom — | ee 
Could point out every Action of our Lives, 
And fay, Let ibe thus, in fpite of Fate, - 
Or partial Fortune, then} had not been 
The Wretch fam. | 

Tam, The Brave meet every Accident | 
With equal Minds : Think nobler of thv Foes, _ 
‘Than to account thy Chance in War an Evil. | 

Mon. Far, far from that; I rather hold st grievous - 
That I was fore’d ev’n but to feem your Encmy ; 
Nor think the -bafencls of a vanquithd Slave 
Moves me to flatter for precarious Life, 
Or ill-bought Freedom, when I fwear by Heav’n! 
Were I tochufe from all Mankind a Mater, 
Wt fhould be Zamerline, | 

Zam, Ancble Freedom ~ | 
Dwells with the Brave, unknown to fawning Sycophants, 
And Claims a Priviledge of being believ'd. 
Ttakethy Praife as earncft of thy Friendfhip. 

Men, Still you prevent the Homage I fhouldoticr, 
© Royal Sir! let my Misfortunes plead, 
4Aind wipe away the hoftile Mark I wore. —~—- 
F was, when not long fince my Fortune hail’d me, 
Biefsd to my with, I was the Prince Joxefes ; 
Born and bred up to Greatnefs : Witncfs the Elaod 
‘Which thro’ fucceffive Hero’s Veins ally’d 
~ “Yo ourGreek Emperors, roll’d down to me, . 
_. Feeds the bright Flame of Glory in my Heaut. 


vs 


Tuam, 





8 TAMERLANE. 


Tam, Ev’n that! that Princely Tye frould bind thee te mic, 
If Vertue were not more than ail Alliance. 
Afon, T have a Sifter, (Oh feverc Remembrance!) 
Our noble Houfes, nay, her Sexe’s Pride: 
Nor think my Tongue too lavifh, if I fpeak her 
Fair as the Fame of Vertue, and yet chafte | 
As its cold Precepts, wiic beyond her Sex 
And blooming Youth, foit as forgiving Mercy, 
Yet greatly brave, and jealous for her E Honour : 
_ Such as fhe was, tofay I barcly lovd her, 

Is poorto my Soul’s meaning : From our Infancy — 
There grew a mutual Tenderncfs between us, - 

Till not long fince her Vows were kinuly plighted 

To a young Lord, the Fqual of her Sirth. 

The hzppy Day was fix'd, and now approaching, 
When faithlels Bajazez (upon whofe Honour, 

In folemn Treaty givin, the Greeks depended) 

With fudden War broke in upon the Country, 

Secure of Peace, and for Defence unready. 

Zam, Let Majcfly no more be heid Divine, 
Since Kings, who are call d Gods,- profane themfelves. 
Mon, Among the Wretchics, whom that Deluge {wept 

Away to Slavery, my felf and Sifter 
Then pafling near the Fronticrs to the Court, 
(Which waited for her Nupticls) were furpriz’d, 

And made the Ca aptly es of the Tyrant’s Power. 

Soon as we reach’d his Cort, we found our Ulage - 
Bey ond what we expected, fair, and noble ; 

‘Twas then the 5 Storm of your viclorious Arms 
Look’d black, and (cem’d to threaten, when he pref.'d me 
(By oft repeated Inflances? to draw 
My Sword fer him? But when he found my Soul 
Disdain’d his Purrole, he more fercely told me, 

That my Arpsca, my low d Sifer’s Fare 

Depended en my Courage thewn jor him. 

Thad long lesrat ronold my ae at nonin: 3, 

But tor her take ; co wad the Llow irom ner, 

Ibound my Service to the Man | hated. 


- Six 
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Six Days are paft, fince by the Sulran’s Order 
_} left the Pledge of my return belund, 
“And went to guard this Princefs to his Camp : 
The reft the brave dxa/a’s Fortune tells you. 

Tam. Wilely the Tyrant {trove, to prop his Caufe 
By leaguing with thy Vertue ; but jult Heav'n 
Has torn thee from his Side, "and lefe him naked 
To the avenging Bolt that drives upon him: 
Forget the Name of Captive, and 1 with 
I could as well reftore that Fair One's Frecdont, 
Whole lofs hangs heavy on thee: Yet e’re Night 
Perhaps we may deferve thy Fricndihip nobler ; 


Th’ approaching Storm may cafi thy Shipw reck’d Wealth 


Back tothy Arms: Till that be paft, fince War 
(Tho in the jufteft Caufe) is ever doubtful, 

Iwill not ask thy Sword to aid my Victory, 

Left it fhould hurt that Hoftage of thy Valour 
Our common Foe detains. 

. Mon, Let Bajazet 

Bend to his Yoak repining Slaves by force, 
You, Sir, have founda nobler way to —— . 
Lord of the willing V Vorld. 

Yam, Oh, my Axalla! | | 
Thou hafta tender Soul, apt for Eeiteniies 
And art thy felf a Lover andafriend: — 

Does not this Prince’s Fortune move thy Temper ? . 

Ax. Yes, Sir, I mourn the brave Monefes Fate; 
The Merit of his Vertue hardly match’d 


VVith difadvent’rous Chance: Yct, Prince, allow Ine, 


Allow me from the Experience of a Lover 

To fay, one Perfon, whom your Story mentiond, 

Cif he furvive) ts far beyond you wretched : 

You nam’d the Bridegroom of your beautcous Sifter. 
Mon. did: Oh, mott accurit! : | 
Ax. Think what he feels, 

Dafut in the fiercenefs of his Expeétation ; . 

Then, whenthe approaching Minute of paite fLon | 

Had wound Imagination to the height), - 

C 


_ Think 
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Think if he lives! 
| Mon. He lives, he does ; ’tis true, 
| He lives ; but how ? To be a Dog, and dead, 
-VVere Paradife to fuch a State as his: 

rs _ Fle holds down Life as Children do a Paticn, 
VVith ftrong retuctance, and convulfive Strugslings, 
VVhilft his, Misfortune; prefs him to difgorge it. 

Zam, Spare the remembrance; tis a viclels Grief, 
And adds to the Misfortune by repeating it. 
The Revolution of a Day may bring 
Such Turns, as Feav‘nit {UF covid fcarce have prom’s'd; 
Far, tar beyond chy Wilh : Let that Hope chear thee ; 
Hatte my 4xaZ1, to dilpofe, with fafety, 
Thy beautcous Charee, and on the Foe revenge 
The Pain, which Ablencc eves ; thy ochcr care, 
Honour and Arms, now fummon thy Z Attendance : 
Now, do thy Office well, my Soul, remember 
Thy C aufe; the Caufe of Heaven and i injurd Farth. 
© thou Supream! it thy ercat Spirit warms — 
My glowing Creaft, and hres my Soul to arms, 
Crant that my Sword, aijifted by thy Pow’r, os 





This Day may Pcace and Happinefs reftore, 
Lar War and lawlefsR World 
nat War and fawlefs Rage may vex thy World no more, 
[Excunt Tameriane, Mone(es, Stratoeles, Prince of 
Tanais, Zami, Miry att, and Attendants, | 


Manent Axalla, avd Stig with Soldiers. 


As. The Rattie site and bids me hafte to Iezve thee.. 
Oh! Selima !-—But fe t Deflruction wait. 
Are there not Hours enough for Blood and Slaughter 2 
This Moment fhall be Love's: aoc! will wafte it 
In foft Complainines, for th hy S Sighs and Colduefs, 
For thy forgetful Coldnets ; even at Birza, 
When in thy Father's Court my Eyes frit own'd thee, 
Fairerthan Light, the Joy of their beholding, 
Ey’ : 1 thers thou wert not thus. _ 
ed, Art mot ties cheng’d a cae 
_ Chrifliar 
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Chriftian AxaZa, Art thou ftill the fame> | 
Thofe were the gentle Hours of Peace, and thou 
The World’s. good Angel, that didft kindly joyn 
Its mighty Mafters in harmonious Friendthip : 
But fince thofe Joys, that once were ours, are loll, 
Forbear to mention ’em, and talk of War: 
Talk of thy Conqueft, and my Cliains, AxaZ/s, 
/ Ax, Yet I will liften fair unkind Upbraider, - 
~ Yet F will liften to thy charming Accents, 
Altho’. they make me curfe my Fame and Fortune, . 
My Lawrel-wreaths, and all the glorious Trophies, 
For which the valiant blecd.—— Oh! thou unjuft one, 
Doft thou thtn envy me this {mall return 
My niggard Fate has made for all the Mournings, 
For all the Pains, for all the fleeplefs Nights | 
That cruel Abfence brings? < 
Se/, Away, Deceiver ; | | 
Twill not hearthy foothing: Is ic thus 
‘That Chriftian Lovers prove the Faith they {wear >? . 
Are War and Slavery the foft Endearnients | 
With which they court the Beauty’s they admire ? 
~ Fwas well my Heart was cautious of believing 
“hy Vows, and thy protefiing. Know, my Conqucror, 
“hy Sword has vanquith’d but the half of Se/ima, | 
Hier Soul difdains thyrVictory. : 
Ax, Hear, {weet Heav'n, —— 
EXcar the fair Tyrant, how fhe wrefls Love's Laws, _ 
— @€s fhe had vow'd my Ruin! What is Conqueft 2° 
WhatJoy havel from that butto behold thee, 
‘o kneel before thee, and with lifted Eyes 
“Ko view thee, as Devotion does a Saint, 
With awful, trembling Pleafure: Then to {wear 
“Chou art the Queen and Miftrets of my Soul : 
as not ev'n Zamerlane (whofe Word, next Heav'n's, 
iAakes Fate at fecond hand) bid thee difclaim 
“Thy Fears? And doft thou call thy felfa Slave? 
Only to try how far the tad Impreifion 
Can fink into Axadia. | , : 
: C2 Sel. 
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Sel, Oh. Axala ! 
Ought I to hear you? 
AX. Come, back, ye Hours, 
And tell my Se/ima what the Has done: 
Bring back the time, when to her Father’s Court 
-3 7 I came Ambaflador of Peace from Zamerlave : 
: VVhen hid by confcious Darknefs and Difcuife, 
| | I paft the Dangers of the watchful Guards ; 
Bold asthe Youth who nightly {wam the He Yefpont : - 
Then, then fhe was not {wornthe FocofLove; ~ 
VVhen, as my Soul confcit its Flame, and fu'd 
| In moving Sounds for Pity, fhe frown’d rarcly, 
"Ss ‘But, blufhing, heard me tell the gentle Tale*: 
Nay, evn confeft, and told me foitly fighing 
She thought there was no guilt i in Love like mine. 
Sef. Young and unskiliulin the VVorlus éaife Arts, 
1 fuffer’d Love to f{leal upon my Softnefs, 
And warm me with a lambent guiltlefs Flame: 
Yes, [have heard thee fw ear a thoufand times, 
And call th® confcious Pow’rs of Heav'n to witnefs 
“The tend’ reft, trucit, everlafling Patiion : 
But, Oh! “tis ‘pat ; and J w ill charge Remembrance 
‘Fo bani the fond i image from my Soul : 
Since thou art fworn the Foe of R oyal Bujazer, 
- 4 I have refolv'd to hate thee = 
Ax. Js it potiible! 
Hate isnot inthy Natures; thy whole Frame 
Is Harmony, without one jarring Atom. 
VVhy dot thou force thy Eyes to wear this } aad . 
ft damps the Springs of Life. Oh! bid me die, 
Much rather bid me die, if it be true, 
That thou haft fworn to hate me. 
Se/, Let Live and Death 
VVait the Decifion of the Lloody Field; 
Nor can thy kate (my Congucror) depend 
Upon a VVoman's Hate. Yet fince you urge 
_ A Power, which once perhaps I had, there is 
' but one Requeit, that Ican make with Honoue, 
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Ax. Oh! nameit! fay! : . 
Sed, Forego your right of VVar, a 
_ And render me this inftant to my Father. : 
Ax. Impoffible !-——-The Tumult of the Battle, 
That haftes to join, cuts off all means of Commerce 
Betwixt the Armies. 
Sel. Swear then to perform it, © 
Which way foe’er the chance of War determines, 
On my firft inftance. . | 
Ax. By the facred Majcfty : 
Of Heav'n, to whom we kneel, I will obey thee ; 
Yes, I will sive thee this feverett Proof 
Of my Soul’s vow'd Devotion, I will part with thee 
(Thou Cruel, to commana it 1) I will part with thee, 
As Wretches, that are doubtful of Hereafter, 
Part with their Lives, unwilling, loth, and fearful, 
And trembling at Futurity. Hur is there notlise, 
No fmall return that Honour can afford . | 
For all this wafte of Love ? - 
Sel. The Gifts of Captives | 
Wear fomewhat of conftraint ; and generous Minds 
- Difdain to give, where frecdom i the Choice 
Does but feem wanting. ; 
4x. What! not one kind egies > { * oe is. 
Then thou art ching’d indeed, * Hark ! Tam fummond, 
And thou wilt fend me forth like one unblefsd ; 
Whom Fortune has forfaken, and ill Fate 
Markt for Deftruction. Thy furprifing Coldncis 
Hangs onmy Soul, and weigus my Courage down; 
And the firfl fecble Blow I meet hall raze me 
From all remembrance: Nor is Lie or Fame 
Worthy my Care, fince Jam lo‘ to tliee. 3 [ Sone, 
Sel. Hal Goeft thou to the F geht 2 aa 
— Ax. 1do.—Farewel !—— 
Sel, What! and nowmore! A Sigh inoasi in my Breait, 
And flops the firnggling Accents on my Tongue, 
Elfe, fure, I fhoutd have added fomething more, 
And made our parting fofter. 7 
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Ax, Give it. way, | 
The niggard Honour, that aTords not Love, 
Forbids not Pity —- 

Sel, Fate perhaps has fet 
This Day, the Period of thy Life, and Neagle 
And I fhall fee thee born at Evening back, 
Abreathlefs Coarfe ; Oh! Can [think on that 
And hide my Sorrows ? ---No--« they will have way, 
And allthe Vital Air, that Life draws in, 
Is render d back in Sighs. 

“Ax, The murmuring Gale revives the drooping Flame, | 





‘That at thy Coldaefs Tencuith’ din my Breatt ; 
Sobreath the gentle Zephyrs onthe Spring, 


And waken every Plant, and od’rous Flow: cr, 
Which Winter Frofts had blafted, to new life. 
Sel, To fee thee for this moment, and no more——-~ 
Oh! help metorefolve againit this Tender nef{s, 
That charms my fierce Refentments, and prefents thee 
Not as thou art, mme, and my Father's Foe, 
But as thou wert, when firft thy moving Accents 
Won me to hear ; when, as 1 liftn’d to thee, 
The happy Hours paft by us unperceiv d, 
So was my Soul fix’d to the foft Enchantment. 
Ax. Let me be flillthe fame, Iam, I mutt be. 
If it were podible my Heart could ftray, 
One Look from thee would call it back again, 
And fixthe Wanderer forever thine. 
Sel, Where is my boafied Refolution now? §Sinkeng into . 
ht ry es! Thou art the fame ; my Heare joins? 
(with thee, 
And to betray me will believe thee ftill: 


. It dances to the Sounds that mov'd it firft, 


And owns at once the weaknefs of my Scul: 

So when fome skilful Artitt ftrikes the Strings, 
The magick numbers roufe our fleeping Pations, 
And force us to confels our Grief, and P leafure, 
Alas! Axalla, fay doft thou not pity 
My artlcfs Innocence, and eafy Fondaefs ? 
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Ob! turn thee from me, or! die with blufhing. 
Ax. No--- let me rather gaze, forever gaze, 
_ And blefs the new-born Glories that adorn thee ; 
From every Blufh, that kindles in thy Cheeks, 
Ten thoufand little Loves, and Graces {pring, * 
To revel in the Rofes. “rwonot be, —— (Trumpers. 
This envious: Trumpet calls, and tears me from thee-——~- 
Sel. My Fears increafe, and doubly prefs me now. 
1 charge thee, it thy Sword comes crofs my Father, 
Stop fora moment, and remember me. ES 
Ax, Oh! doubt not, but his Life fhall be my care, - 
Even dearer, than my own-— 
Sel. Guard that, (for me) too.’ a 
Ax: Oh! Sedima / thou haft reftor’d my Quiet, 
The noble ardour of the War, with Love 
Returning brightly, burns within my Breaft, 
And bids me be fecureof all hereafter. . - 
So chears fome pious Saint a dying Sinner, 
(Who trembled at the thought of Pains to come) 
With Heav’ns Forgivenc{s, and the hopes of Mercy : 
At lenoth the Tumult of his Soul appeas’d, 
‘And every Doubt, and anxious Scruple cas’d, 
Boldly he proves the dark, uncertain Road, 
The Peace, his holy Comforter beftow’d, 
Guides, and protects him, hkea Guardian God. 5 
nn a —, LExit Axalla. 





Manent Sclima, avd Guards, 


Sel, In vain all Arts a Love-fick Virgin tries,. 
Affeas to frown, and feem: {cverely wite, 
In hopes to cheat the wary Lover's Eyes. 
If the dear Youth her Pity {trives co move, 
And pleads, with Tendernefs, the caufe of Love ; 
Nature afferts her Empire in her Heart, 
And kindly takes the faithful Lover’s part. 


“ae Arad 
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By Love her felt, and Nature thus betray'd, | 
No more fhe trufls in Pride’s fantaftick Aid, 
But bids her Eyes confefS the yiclcing Maid. 
Exit Selima, Guards following. 


End of the Firft Act. 








ACT I. SCENE ‘ 
SCENE Tamerlane’s Camp. 


Enter Monefes. 


Mon.” © HE dreadful Bufincfs of the War is over, 
And Slaughter, that, from yefter Morn till Even, 
With Grant Steps, paft ftriding o'er the Field, 
Befmear’d, and horrid with the Blood of Nations, 
Now weary fits among the mangled Hea; Ds, 
And flumbers o’er her Prey ; whi le from this Camp 
The chearful Sounds of Victory; and Zamerlane, 
Beatthe high Arch of Heavn; deciding Fate, 
That crowns him withthe Spoils of fucha Day, 
_ Has givenit as an Earneft of the World, 
| That “{hortly fhall be his, | LEnter Stratocles, 
My Stratocles ! : : 
Mott happily returnd; might J idinwe, ! 
Thou bring ft. meany Joy? ? ; 
Str. With my beit Diligence, , 
This Night, I have enquired of what concerns you. 
Scarce was the Sun, who fhone upon the Horror — 
Of the palt Day, funk to the wefiern Ccean, 
When by permiflion from the Prin cE Axalla, 
Tmixt among the Tumult of the Warriors, 
Returning trom the Battle: bere a Troop - 
Of hardy Parthians red with nontt Wounds, 


Con-- 
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Confett the Conquett, they had- weil deferv ree 2 oe 
There a dejected Crew of wretched Captives : rs oe HG, ape aa 
Sore with unprofitable Hurts, and groanin 
Undcr new Bondage, follow'd fadly aiter 
The haughty ViGtor’s heels; but tat, which fully 
Crown’d-the Succefs of Z. amer lines WAY Bafazety Oe 
Fall like the proud Archatgel from the heigth, 
Where once (even next to Majetty Divine)” 
Enthron‘dhe fat, down to the vile cefcent 
And lownefs of a Slave; but ch! Fo) (ocr eae 
The Rage, the Fiercenchs, and the Indignation | 
It bars all Words, and cuts defcription fhort. 

Mon, Then he is fall’n ! that Comet, which,. on bigh,.s 
Portended Ruin ; he has fpent his. Blaze, See ae 





And {hall difiract the World with bears no more ae 
Sure it muft bode me well, foroft my Soul. 2. 0 to t5 = 
Flas ftarted into Tumult at his Name, 272 .. < aye 
As if my Guardian Angel took th” Alarm, . ee pee 


At the approach of fomewhat mortal to me: Eee 
But fay, my Friend, what heart thou of 4rpsi22 =a 
For there my Thoughts, my every Care iscenter’:t. . ; 

- Str. Tho’ on that purpole Mili Ibear my Searcly ioe 
Yetnothing certain could fgain, but this, . . ~ ri ee 
That inthe Pillage of the Sulcan’s Tent, . ewe -« 
Some Women were made Prisners, who this morning 
V Vere to be offer'd tothe Emperors View : 
Their Names, and Rallies tho ott —_ ring, wae 
could not learn. oe & : | 

Mon. Then mutt my, Soul fill iad 
Beneath Uncertainty, and anxious doubt, 

The Mind's wortt State. The Tyrants Roin gives me 
Buta half-eafe. 

Str, Twas fail,’ not: eFax from hence | . ee, 
The Captives were ‘to wait the peer spaflage. | 

Mou. Haft me to Seve the place. Ob ! my Arpafia /. 
Shall we not meet? VVhy hanes my Heart thas hear 
ike Death within my Bofon.2 Oh! ’ris w ell, 
TheJoy of meeting pays the pangs of Abtence, | 
Elfc who could bear it » | D Wier 
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VVhen thy lov’d Sight fhall blefsmy Eyes again, ; 
Then f willown, I ought net to compiaa, 
Since that fwect Hour is worth whole Years of Pain. 

[ Exeunt Alonefes, and Stratocles. . 





SCEN . II. The Infile of a Musnificent Ti Tent. 
| Symphony of Warlike Mu/ck. 


Enter Tamerlane, Axalla, Prince of Tanais, Zama, Mire- 
_ van, Soldiers, and other Attendants. 
os 


Ax, From this Aufpicious Day the Parthian Name 
Shall date its birth of Empire, and extend 
Even from the dawning Eafito utmoft Thu! 
The Limits of its Sway. 
Prof 1. Nations unknown,’ 
VVhere yet the Roman Eaclcs never flew 
Shatl pay their Homage to ) Victorious Tamerlaie, ~ 
Bend to his Valour, and Superior Virtue, 
And own, thiat Conqnett i is not giv'n by Chance, ‘ 
But, (bound by fatal and refifilels Merit) 
VVaits on his Arms. 
Tam. It istoo much, you drefs me - 
Like an Ufurper inthe borrowd Attributes - 
Of Injur'd Heav'n ; Can we call Conqueft ours ? » 
Shall Man this Pigmy with a -Gyant's Pride 
Vaunt of himfult, and fay, Thus have I done this 2 
Olr! vain Pretence to Greatnefs! Like the Mfcon, - 
VVe borrow all the brightnefs, which we boatt, 
Dark inour {clves, and ufelefs. If that Hand 
That rules the fate of Battles flrike for us, 
Crown us with Fame, and gild our Clay with Honour ; 
"Twere mot ungratelul to difown the Benefit, 
And arrogatea Praife which ts not ours. 
Ax, VVithfuch unihaken Temper of the Soul 
To bear the {welling Tide of profo’rous kortune, 
[s to delerve that Fortune: In Adverfiry | The 








The Mind grows ‘tough * buffeting the het 

Which, in Succets difiolving, finks to Eafe, 

And lofes all her Firmnefs, ° | 
Zam. Oh! Axalla | 

Could I forget I am a Man, asthouart, 

Would not the Winter's Cold, or Summer’s Heat, | 

Sicknefs, or Thirft, and Hunger, alfthe Train.‘ 

Of Nature’s clamorous Appetites (afferting | 

An equal Right in Kings, aad common Men) | 

Reprove me daily > No—— If Sboaft of cuakt t,. 

Be it, to have been Heaven’s happy Inftrument, - 

The means of Good to all my Fellow- Creatures 


This isa King’s beft Praite. 
Exter Omar. 


Cm. Honour and Fame - - [Bowing to Taincrlane. 
For ever wait the Emperor; raay our Prophet 
Give him ten thoufand thoufand Days of Life, 
And every Day like this. The Captive Sultan 
Fierce in his Bonds, and at his Fate repining, » 
Attends your Sacred Will. | 
Yam, Let him approach. 


Enter Bajazet and other Turkith Prifoners in Chains, with 
a Guard of Soldiers. 


When I furvey the Ruins of this Field, , 
The wild Deftrucion, which thy fierce Ambition _ . 
Has dealt among Mankind, (fo many Widdows, 
And helplefs Orphans has thy Battle made, 
That half our Eatern VVorld this Day are Mourners) : 
VVelimay 1 in behalf of Heav’n and Earth 
Demand from thee Atonemcnt for-this wrong. 

Baj. Make thy Demand to thofe that own thy Power, 
Knew fam ftill beyond it; and tho’ Fortune 
(Curfe on that Changeling Deity of Fools!) 
= flript me of the ‘Train, and Pomp of GreatneSs 


That Ouxt-fide of a King, yet ftill my Soul, | 
D 2 | Pixt 








“Wor think, alike. 
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Fixt high, and of it {elf alone dependant, Re od 


Is ever free, and royal, and ev'n now, ' 

As atthe headof Battle does dcty thee : 

I know what Pow'r the Chance of V Var has giv'n, 

And dare thee to the ufe ont. This vile $ neeching, 

This after-eame of WVords is what ie irks me ; 

Spare that, “and for the refi Rs equail, dil | 

Be it as it may. _ ’ 
Tam, V Vell was it fee de VVorld, 


“VVhen on their Borders } ‘cighbouring Princes met, 


Frequent-ia friendly Parle, by cool Debates, | 
Preventing waftul VVar; foch fhould dur M ecting 
Have been, had’ ft thou but held in juft regard’ | 

The Sandtity of Leagues fo often Aworn to. 

Can't thou believe tl ly Prophet (or what's more, 
That Pow'r Supream, which made Thice, and thy Prophet) 


VViul, with Impunity, let pais thatbreach »- 0" 


OF facred Faith given to tle Reval Greek? > >). 
Baj, Thou pedant Talker f- ba! | artthoua King 
Pofleit of Sacred Power Heav’n’s darting Attribute, | 
And doft thou prate of Leagues, and Garhs, and Prophets ; 

Y hate the Greek (Perdigon on his Name! My 
As I do thee, and would have met vou Lor! 
(As Death docs human Nature) for det ruction. 
Tam. Caulclels to hate is nbt of kumen kinds 
The favage Brute, that haunts in V Voods remote, 
And Defart-wilds, tears not the feariul T raveller, 
If Flanger, or fome [Injury provcke tot. 
Bui. Cand King want a-Caule when Empire bids 
Goon 2 whatishe born for bat Ambition 2 
Iris his Hunger, ‘tis his Call of Nature, 
Lhe noble ‘Appetite which will be fatisf’ d, 
And like the Food of Gods, makes him immortal. 
Zam. Henectcrth } wi i not wonder, we Were Foes, | 
Since Souls thar citer (, by Nature hate, - i 


And ftrong Antipati Ly forbids their Union. 


Baj, The noble Firethat warms me does indeed 
Yranfcend thy Coldne is, 1 am m pleas’ d we di cr 
ZT arn,” 


TAMERLANE, x 


Zam. No-——for Lthink like Man, - 
Thou like a Monfter; from whofe baleful. Prefence : 
Nature ftarts back ; ‘and tho fhe fix'd her Stamp 
On thy rough Mals, and markd thee for a Man, 
Now conicious of her Error, fhe difclaims thec, 
As formd for.her Deftruction. 
‘Tistrue, Fam a King, as thou haft hnce 
Honour, and Glory too have been my Aim ; 
But tho. Tdare face Death, and all the Dangers, 
Which furious War wears in its bloody Front, 
Yet would I chufe to fix my Fame by Peace, 
By Juftice, and by Mercy ; andto ruife 
My Trophies onthe Bleffings of Mankind ; 
Nor would I buy the Empire of the World 
With ruin of the-People whom I fw ay; 
Or forieit of my Honour, 
Baj. Prophet, I thank thee.—— 
Damnation!—- Could'ft thou rob me of my Glory, 
To drefs up tltis tame King, thus preaching Dervi’e > 
Unfit for War, thou fhould’ft have liv’d fecure 
In lazy Peace, "and with debating Senates 
Shar'c a precarious Sceptcr, fate tamely fill, | 
And Ict bold Factions canton-out thy Power, - 
And wrangle for the Spoils they robb’d thee of 
Whit! Ccurfe on the Power that ftops my Ar io 'y 
Would, like a Tempelft, ruth amidit the Nations, 
Re oreatly terrible, and deal, like Alba, 
My angry | ‘Thunder on the frighted World: 
Tam, ihe World! twould be too little _ thy Pride: 
Thou would’ft {cale Heav’n. 
Baj. Y would :-—— Away :. my Soul 
Difdains thy Conference. 
Zam. ‘hou vain, rah Thing, - 
That, with gigantick Infolence, haft ei ‘ 
To liftthy wretched {elf aboyc the Stars, 
And mate with Pow'r Almighty : Thou art fallen ! 
Baj. Sis falfe! Tam not fall’n from ought Ihave been ; 
| At a my Soul refolves to keep her Strate, 














Aud 


a ee 





22 TAMERLANE. 
And {corns to take acquaintance with ill Fortune. 
Tam. Almoft beneath my Pity art thou fallen; 
Since, while th averging Hand of asad is on thee, 
And preflesto the Duit thy fiwelling Soul, 
-Fool-hardy, with the ftronger thou contendet ; 
~ To what vaft heights had thy temuliuous Temper 
Been hurry’d, if Succefs had crown’d thy Wihes e 
— , What had I to expect, if thou had ’ft conquer’d ? 
_Baj. Oh, Glorious Thought ! ! By Heav'n! IF will enjoy it, 
Tho’ but in Fancy ; Imaginati on (hail * 
Make room to entertain the vatt Idea. : 
Oh! had I been the Mafter but of Vellerday,, A 
The World, the World had felt me; and for thee, 
Thad usd thee, as thou art to me,~— a Dog, 
The Object of my Scorn, and mortal Hatred : 
-Twould havetaughe thy Neck to know my weight, 
~And mounted from that Footilool to my Saddle: 
Then, whenthy daly fervile Task was donc, 
I would have caged thee, for the Scorn of Slaves, 
_ Till thou hadit beg o'd to ‘die: and ev’n that Mercy © 
Thad deny'd Thee: : Now thou know'tt my Mind, 
And queftion me no farther. 
Tam. Well doft thou teach me 
‘ What Juftice thould exact from thee: Mankind 
With one-confent cry out for Vengeance on tice ; 
Loudly they call, to cut off this Leaguc-breaker, 
This wild Deflroyer, from the Face of Earth. 
Baj. Doit, and rid thy fheking Soul at once 
Of its wort Fear. 
Zan. Why flept the Thunder, 
That thoukd have arm’d thy fu ol Deity, 
And given thee Power, e’re yefer Sun was fet, 
To fhake the Soul of Tamerfive: Eladit thou an Arm 
do make thee fear’'d, chou fhould’/t have prov 'diten me, . 
Amidil the Sweat and Blocd of yonder Field, | 
When, thro the Tumult of the War, [ought — 
Fence d in with Natiors. 


Baj, 
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. Baj. Curfe upon the Stars, 
That fated usto different Scenes of Slaughter! ! 
Oh! could my Sword have met thee !~-—— 
Yam. Thou hadft then, 
As now, beenin my Power, and held thy Life 
Dependant on my Gift. — Yes Bajazet, 
I bid thee, Live.--—-So much my Soul difdains, . 
That thou fhould’tt think, I can fear ought but Heavn : 
Nay more ; could'ft thou forget thy brutal fiercenefs, 
And form thy felf to Manhood, I would bid thee, . 
Live, and be ftill a King, that thou may ft learn 
What Man fhould be to.Man, in War remembring | 
The Common ‘Tye, ..and Brotherhood of Kind. 
This Royal Tent,: with-fuch of thy Domefticks, - 
As can be found, "thall wait upon thy Service; | 
Nor will lufe-my Fortune, to demand - | 
Hard Terms of Peace, but fuch as thou may Xo Fer 
_ With Honour, J with Honour. ee receive * 
| (* Tamerlane fuzs to an "Off leer, who un- 
binds Bajazet. - = 
Baj. Ha! fay'ft thou'—no!—-our. Prophets Ven; ceance 
If thou fhale buy my Friendfhip with thy ae (blatt me; 
Damnation onthee ! thou fmooth, fawning Talker! | 
Give me again my Chains, that [ may curfe thee, 
And evzatifie my Rage : Or, if thou wilt, - 
Be a vain Fool, and play with thy Perdition, 
Remember I’m thy Foe, and hate thee: deadly. - 
Thy Foliy on thy Head! 
Tam. Be ftill my Foe ; 
Great Minds (like Heav'n jare pleas’d in 1 doing good, - 
Tho’ the ungrateful Subjects of their Favours 
Are barren in return: Thy ftubborn Pride | 
That fpurns the gentle Office of Humanity, - 
Chall, in my Honour own, and thy defpite, :- 
' have done,-as ought. Vertuc fill does 
With Scorn, the Mercenary World regard, 
Where abject | Souls do ood, and hope Reward: 


Abc ve 


a 
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Above the worthlefs Trophies Men can raife, 7 
- She fecks not Honours, Wealth, nor airy Praife, . 
But with her felf, Her felf, the Goddefs pays. : 
LExeunt Tamerlane, Axalla, Prince of Tanais, 
Mirvan, Zama, and Atteadants. oe 
Mdanent Eajazct, Omar, Guards. — 
_ Baj. Come, lead mc to my Dungeon; plunge me down, 
’ Deep from the hated Sight of Man, and Day,’ 5 
, Where Cunder Covert of the friendly Darknefs) 
My Scul may brood, at leifure, oer its Anguth. | 
Om, Our Royal Mafier would, with noble Ulage, 
Make your Misfortunes light, he bids you hope.—-— 
Baj, \telithee, Slave, {have fhook hands with Hope, 
And allmy Thoughts are Rage, Defpair, and Horror, | 


Exter Haly, Arpafia, and Women Attendants, — 


Ha! wherefore am I thus >———Perdition feize me! 
But my cold Blood runs thiv’ring to my Heart, 
As at fome Fantom, that in dead of Night, 
With dreadful Action flaiks around our Beds. 
The Rage, and fercer Paflicns of my Breaft 
Are loft in new Confution,—Arpafia! -- aly ! 

fz.Oh, Emperor! for whofe hard Fate, our Prophet, 
And all the Heroes of thy Sacred Race : 
Are fadin Paraaife, thy faithful Fa/y 
(The Slave of all thy Pleafurcs) in this Ruin 
This univerfal Shipwrack of thy Fortunes 
Has gatherd up this Treafure for thy Arms: | 
Nor evn the Victor, haughty Zomerlane, - 
(By whofe Command, once more, thy Slave beholds thee ) 
Denies this Bletting te thee, but with Honour | 
Renders thee back thy Oucen, thy beautcous Bride, 

Baj. Oh! had her Eyes, with pity, {cen my Sorrows, 
Had the the Softnefs of a tender Bride, oe 
Heav'n could not have befiow’da greater Pleffing, 


And . 
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And Love had made emendsfor lofsofEmpir. =  * 
But fee, what Fury dwells upon her Charms! 
What Lightning flafhes from her angry Eyes! 
With a malignant Joy fhe views my Ruin: | 
Ev’n Beauteous in her Hatred, ftill the charms me, 
And awes my fierce tumultuous Soul to Love. 

Arp. And dar’ft thou hope, thou Tyrant! Ravither! 
That Heav'n has any Joy in ftoré for thee ? 
Look back upon the, Sum of thy paft Life, 
Where Tyranny, Oppreffion, and Injuftice, 
Perjury, Murders, {well the black Account, 
Where loft Arpafta’s Wrongs ftard bleeding frefh, 
Thy laft recorded Crime; but Heav’n has found thee, - 

a the tardy Vengeance has o’ertane thee. 

2 ry Soul hall bear a little longer 
The pain oF Life, to call forJuftice on thee, 
_ That once compleat, fink to the peaceful Grave, 
And lofe the memory of my Wrongs and thee. a 

Baj. Thou rail'{t! I thank thee for it.——Be Jali 
And mutter all the Woman in oa me 
Goad me with Curfes, bea very : 
That Imay fing off this tame Love, aad hate nics 


Enter Monefes. 


Bajazet farting . Ha !—Keep th temper Heart nor take 
At a SlavesPrefence. P laid (alarm 
Mon. \t is Arpafia |—Leave me, thou cold fear. 
Sweet as the rofie Morn flie breaks upon me, 
And Sorrow, like the Night’s unwholfome Shade, 
Gives way before the Goiden Dawn fhe brings. 
Baj. [Advancing to- Fa, Chriftian! Is it well that we meet 
wards him, S\sthisthy Faith: (thus 2 
Mon. Why does thy frowning Brow Oo 
Put on this Form of Fury ? Is it ftrange 
We fhould meet here Companions in Misfortune, 
The Captives of one common Chance of War? 
Nor fhould’ft thou wonder, that amy Sword has fail’d P 
Before: 
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Before the Fortune of victorious Tamerli We , Une. o . 
When thou with Nations like the fanded Shore | ee = ie 
With half the warring World upon thy fide, * 9. "7 *" 
Could’ft not ftand up againft his dreadtul Battle, ae, 
That cruth’d thee with 7 its Shock. : 2) Men can bcs tat 


Tho Couards, that farfock ime if the neice de " 


My Sword was not unadtive © 6 haere 
Buj. No, ——'tis fale. a a 
Where is my Daughter, thou vile Greek. ) Tlic haft. ie 
Betray'd her to the 7 Tartar; orevenworte, ee 
Pale with thy Fears, didi lofe her like a Coward ; iene 
And like a Cow ard now, would’ft calt ele blame 7 : 
On Fortune, and ill Stars, i ee oe ee 
Mon, EtaY faid’tt thou like a Coward _* 


4, ae 


What Sanctity, what Majeily Divine | | | 
Halt thou puton, to guard thee irom «my Rage, » 
That thus thou dar’tt to wrong. me, 

Ba. Out, thouSlave, 
And know me for thy Lord’ 

Mon. J tcll thee, Tyrant, | re ee 
When in the Pride of Pow’y si aca on hi gts. aleie ase, 
When like an Ido! thou wert vainly Ww orihipp d, es 
By profirate Wretches, bora with faxith Souls : | 
Ev’'n when thou wert a King, thou wert not more,, 
Nor greater than Mezeles ‘born of a Race 
Royal, and Great as thine : What art thou now thea t 
The Fate of V Var has fet thee with wie Lowell ; 
And Captives like the. Subjects. of fhe Grave): 
Lofing dittin@iod, ferve ons common Lord: ; 

Bayj. Bravd by this Dog’! now grve's loofe td Rage, 
And curfe thy felt, curfe’ th y (ie, “cheating Prophet. 
Ua! Yer there’ s foe Revenge. FHicar me; thou Chriftian ;: 
Thou left’fithae Sitter with me 3—Thou Inpoftor ! 
Thou Boatter of thy ane de { ThouLlyarl 


‘ ‘ 
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But take her tothee back. _ | 
Now to-explore my Prifon.— If it! holds” 
Another. Plague I: ke this, the refliefs Damn’d- 
Cif Mufty’s ie not) wander thusin Hell? ~ 
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From fcorching Flames.to chilling Frofs they run, . | 
Then from their Frafts te. Fires return again, 
And only prove ene) of Pain. 
. ” [ Bxeunt Bajazet a Holy. 

a. Stay,” Bajaztt, J charge thee by my V ina ga 

ray, and vufolda Tale, ot fo much Horrovr, .. ie 
| . only fits thy telling. ~-, Oh, Afonefes + 

fox. VVhy cott thou weep ? why this tempeftuons Paftion, 
That ftopsthy falt'n ing Tongue fharton my Name? 
Oli, {peak ! unveil tiis Myflery of Sorrow, © 8" 
And draw the difmal Scene, atance, tofght |.’ 

Arp. Thou art undone, Toft, rein’d, and undone. 

Mow, J will not think ‘tis fo, while ! have thee, 
VVhile thus ’tis giv’ to fold thee in my Arms ; 
For while I figh apon thy panting Bofom, 
The fad remembrance of paft V Ves ts loft. . 

Arp. Forbearte footh thy Séul with Aatt’ ring Thought 
Of Evils overpaft, anil Joystocome : 
Our VVoes are fike the genuine Shade bencath, 
WVhere Fate cuts off the very hopes of Day, — 
And everlafting Nighs ‘and Horror rcign. : 

Mon, By all the ‘Tenderhels, ‘arid. chafte Endearments 
Of cur paft Loye,.d charge thee; my rpaja, 
To cafe my Soul of Dounts; give me to know 
- At once the utmoft Malice ot my Fate. 

Arp, Take then thy: wretched Share in all. Lutter, 
Stull Partner of amy Heart, Scareeliadit thow:d. fe 
The Sultan’s Camp,. when the imperious ‘ry rant, 
Softning the Pride and fiercencfs at his "3 yeimper, 
VVith gentle Speech made o:fer of his Love. 
Amazd, as at the fhock.of fudden Death, 
I farted into Tears, and often urg’d |. . 
(Tho ftill in vain) ‘the difference of our Yeiihs: a 
At latt, as flying to the utmoit Refuge,--: oe oe G 
VVith lifted Hands, ‘and flreaming Eves, Townd: | 
The Fraud; which when we rit were made his Prisners, 
Contcious of my unhappy Form, and icaring 
has thy dear Life, Lfore’d thee toputon, “7 

E2. Shy 
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_ Thy borrow'd Name of Brother, mine of Sifter; 
. * * Hiding beneath that Veil the nearer tie, 
. 3 ; Our mutual Vows had made before the Prieft ; 
! Kindling to Rage at hearing of my Story, 
| Then be it fo, he cry’d.  Think’tt thou thy Vows 
= | Giv’n toa Slave fhall barr me from thy Beauties » 
Then bad the Prieft pronounce the Marriage Rites, 
VVhich he perform’d, whillt fhrieking with Defpair, 
| I call’d in vain the Pow’rs of Heav’n to aid me. | 
: Mon. Villain! Imperial Villain !——Oh, the Coward! 
| Aw’d by his Guilt, tho back’d by Force and Power, 
He durit not to my Face avew his Purpofe; 
~ Butin my abfence like a lurking Thicf 
Stole on my Treafure, and at once undid me. : 
Arp. Had they not kept me from the means of Death, 
(Forgetting allthe Rules of Chriflian Suffering ) 
i had done a defperate Murcer cn my Soul, 
F’re the rude Slaves, that waited on his VVill, 
Had fore’d me to his.—— 
Mon. Stopthee there, Arpafta, 
And bar my Fancy from the guilty Scene ; 
Let not Thought enter, left the bufie Mind 
Should mufter fuch a trainof monftrous Images, * 
As woud diflra&t me. Oh! I cannot bear it. 
Thou lovely Hoard of Sweets, where all my Joys 
VVere trcafurd up, to have thee rifled thus! 
Thus torn untafted from my eager V Vithes ! 
But} will have thee from him. Zamerlane 
(The Sovereign Judge of Equity on Earth.) 
Shall do me Juftice on this mighty Robber, 
And render back thy Beauties to Monejes. 
Arp, And who fhall render back my Peace, my Honewr; 
The {potlefs VVhitenefs of my Virgin Soul 
Ah! no, Afonefes—think not! will ever 
Dring @ polluted Love tothy chafte Arms : 
tam the Tyrants Wife. Oh, fatal Title ! 
And, inthe fight of all the Saints, have {worn, 
By Honour, VYVomanhood, and bluihing Shame, 


ee le 
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To know no fecond Bride-bed, but my Grave. | i 
Mon. \ {wear, it muft not be, fince tillmy Eye _ . 
Finds thee as heavenly white, as Angel pure, 
As in the earlieft hours of Life, thou wert, | 
Nor art thou his, but mine ; thy firft Vows mine, 
Thy Soul is ming —— —.. eo 
Arp, Oh! think not, that the Power 
‘Of moft perfuafive Eloquence can make me 
Forget, I have been another's, beemhis Wife ; 
Now by my Blufhes ! by the ftrong Confufion, 
And Angutih of my Heart! fpare me Monefes, 
Nor urge my trembling Virtue to the Precipice. 
Shortly, (oh! very fhortly) if my Sorrows 
Divine aright, and Heav’n be gracious to me, 
Death fhalf diffolve the fatal Obligation, 
And give me upto Peace, to that bleft Place 
Where the Good reft from Care and anxicus Life. 
Mon, Oh! teach me, thou fair Saint, like thee so fuffer, 
Teach me, withhardy Piety, to combat 
The prefent ills, inftru@ my Eyes to pais 
The narrow bounds of Life, this Land of Sorrow, 
And with bold Hopes, to view the Reals beyond, 
_ Thofe ciftant Beauties of the future State. 
Tellme Arpafia, —— fay, whatJoysarethofe, — 
That wait to crowsthe Wretch who fuffers here : 
Oh! tell me, and fuftain my failing Faith. 
Arp. Imagine fomewhat exquifitly fine, 
Which Fancy cannot paint, which the pleas’d Mind © 
Can barely know, unable to defcribe it; 
Imagine, ‘tis a Tract of enclefs Joys, 
Without Satiety, or Interruption ; 

Imagine, ‘tis to meet, and part no more. : 
Mox, Grant, gentle Heaven, that fuch may be our Loc! 
Let us be be bleft together, —~ Oh! my Soul ! 5 
Build on that hope, and Jet itarmthy Courage, 

To ftrugele with the Storm, that parts us now.. 
Arp. Ves! my AMonefes, now the Surges rife;. 
The {welling Sea breaks.in between our Barks, Fait 

et 
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And drives us to our Fate on’ diderent Rocks, ©... 3. fs 
_Farewel!——~- my Soul lives wit h thee.+— eee 
Mon. Deatn is part: ng, | Pea, « 
"Tis the laft {ad adicu ’twixt Soul and Body: a 

But this ts fomewat worile —~— my Jovy, my. Comfort » 


All that was letcin hie fleers after thee. - hg ae 
My aking Sight hangs on thy puting Beauties, J : Be 

Thy lovely Eyes all drown'din Floods of Sorrow! 2.3 
So finks tae letting Sun oenearh the Waves, ~ ' nore 4 


And leaves the Traveher in pathlefs Woods, hee a 
Benighted and icrlora, Thus with fad oe hod 
Weftward he turas, to mark the Light’s decay... . 85 
Till having Iofl the lai faint Glimpfe of Day, = Y ge oy , 
Chearlefs, in darknets, he purfues hisway. 0 0 00 8 
LExewut Monefes, aid Arpatia fever ally. 


a ‘ , 


Sf es ae ee 


: ; End of the fecmd Ad, ‘ . es | 
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ACT WL -SCE IN EOL 


SCEN F, the Infide of the Royal rie | 


Ries Ayaila, Sclima,. aitd Women Attendants.” ; an 


AX. AN there be ake in Love, beyond this Proof 
This wond’rous Proof, I give ‘thee of my Faith? - 

To tear thee from my bleeding, Bofom t thus 2 : | 
To rend the Strings of Life, to fet thee free, 
And yield thee to a cruel F ather’s Power, 
Foe to my Hopes ? what can ft thou pay ine back, 
What but thy felf (thou Angel) for this Fondnets 2 

Sel. Thoudos upvraid me, Beggaras | am, 
And urge me with my, Poverty of Love. oe 
Perhaps thou think’f, ‘tis nothing fora Maid _ 


To 
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. To ftruggle thro’ the Nicencfs of her Sex,'* ‘ =e a 
The Bluihes, and the Fears, and own fhe Fae as 


Thou think’{t, ’tis nothing for my artlefs Heart 
To own my Weaknels, and confefs thy Triumph. - 


Ax, Oh! yes, F own it ; -my charm’d' Ears ne’er koew | 


A Sound of fo much Rapture, fomuch Joy. .° ‘°*, 
Nor Voices, Inftruments, not warbling Birds, 
Not Winds, not murmuring Waters joind in conforr, 
Not tuneful Nature, notth? according Spheres © 
Utter fuch Harmony, as when my Selima. 
With down caft Looks, and Bluthes faid, 
Sel. And yet thou fay’ft, T ama Niggard to thee :. 
I {wear the Balance fhall be held between us, 





And Love be Judge, it after al? the Tenderne&, | a . 


ae aud Confufion of mv i aig Soul, 


Thou fhould’t complain: of ovghr, Uniatt Axalal 7! 





Ax, Why was Lever bleft? Why is Re membre 
Rich with a thoufand pleafing hiaies / 
OF paft Enjoyments, fince tisbut to plague me > 
When thou art mime no more, what wi oe iteafeme | 
To think of all che Golden Minutes pact, : 

To think, ther thou wert'kind, and Twas happy : 
But tke an'Angel fall’ from Bits, to curfe: ; 
My prefent States ard mourn the Heav'n ['ve loft. ~ 

Se/. Hope better for us both; nor Ict thy Fears, 

Like an unlucky Omen, crofs mv way. 

My Father rough, and founy in-his Nature, 

To me was always entle, and, w ith Fondnels 
Paternal, ever met-me with a Blefing a : 
Oft when Offence had ftir'd him to fuch Fury, 
That not grave Counfellors for Wifdom faim’‘d, 
Nor hardy Captains that had fought his Battles, 
Prefum’d to {jeak, - but ‘flrack with awful Dread, 
Were hufh'd as Death; yet has lie {mil'd on me, 
Kisd me, and bad’ me utter all‘my purpofe ; - 
Tall with my idle Prattle I had footh’d him, 
And won him from his Anger. 


—— a 


‘ .* 


——- 2 oe. 
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Ax, Oh!T know, ee 
Thou haft a Tongue to charm the wildeft Temoers. 
Herds would forget tograze, and Savage Beafis 
Stand fill, and lefe their Fiercenefs, but to hear thee, 

As if they had Reflection, and by Reston 
Forlook a lefs Enjoyment for a greater. 

But oh! when I revolve each Circumftance, 

My Chriftian Faith, my Service clofely bound... 
To Zamerlane ry Maiter, and my Friend: 

Tell mie (my Charmer) if my Fears are vain? 
Think what remains for me, ifthe ferce Sultan 
Should doom thy Beasties to another's Bed. ) 

Sel, Tis a fad Thought, but to appcae thy Doubts, 
Here, inthe awful Sight of Heav’n, I vow, : 
No Powr hall c’er divide me from thy Leve, 

Ev'n Duty. fhall not force me to be falfe. 

My crucl Stars may tear thee from my Arms, 
But never from my Heart; and when the Maids 
Shall yearly come with Garlands cf frehh Flow’rs, 
| To mourn with pious Office o’er my Grave, 

They fhall fit fadly down, and weeping tell, _ 
Flow welll lov'd, how much I faffer’d for thee, os 
And whilethey gricve my Fate, fhali praife my Conftancy, 

dx, But {ce ! the Sultan comes! ——~ my beating Heart 
Bounds with exulting Motion, Hope, and Fear, 

Fight with alternate conqueft in my Breatt. 

Oh ! Can I give her from me? Yield her up? 

Now mourn thou God of Love, fince Honour triumphs, 
And crowns his crucl Altars with thy Spoils, 


Enter Bajazet. 


Bu. To have anaufeous Courtefy fore’d on me 
Spight of my Will, by an infulting Foe, | 
Ha! they would break the Fiercenefs of my Temper, . 
And make me fupple for their flavith purpofe ; 

Curfc on their fauning Arts; from Heav’n itfelf 
would not, -on fuch Terms, receive aBenefit, — 





But 


ee | ~ 
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But fpurnit backupon the Giver’s hand. | 

Sel, My Lord; my Rayal father. 3 Selina c comes of aed 

Baj. Ha! what art thou? and kneels to Briazet.. 
What heavenly Innocence? that ina Form _ 
So known, fo lovd fiaft left thy Paradife, 
For joylefs Prifon, for this place of Woe : ? 
Art thou my Selimar 2 

Sel, Have you.forgot me? 
Alas !my Piety 1s then in vain ; 
Your Selima, your Daughter whom you lov ‘d, 
The fondling once of her dear Father's Arnis, 
1s come to claim her fhare in his Misfortuaes : 
Towait, and tend him with obfequious Duty ; 
To fit, and weep for every Care he feels ; 
To help, to wear the tedious Minutes out, 
To foften Bondage, and the lofs of E peor 

Baj. Now by our Prophet! If my wounded Mind © 
Could know a. Thought of Peace, it would be now ; 
Ev’n from thy prating Infancy, thou wert 
My Joy, my little Angel; fmiling Comfort 
Came with thee ftill to glad me: Now I’m curs'd 
Ev’n in thee too5 Reproach and Infamy — 

Attend the Chrifttan Dog, to whom thou wert trufled: 
To fee thee here ! ‘cwere better {cc thee dead. . 

Ax. Thus Tamerlane to Royal Bajazet 
With Kingly Greeting fends: Since with the brav e, 
(The bloody Bus’ne(s of the Fight once ended) 

Stern Hate, and Oppofition onght ta ceafes 

Thy Queen alreadytothy Arms reftord,  —s_’ 
Receive this fecond Gift, thy beateous Daug! iter: 

And if there be ought farther in thy Wilh, 
Demand with Honour, and obtain it f reely. - 

Baj. Bear back thy. ulfom Grecting to thy Matter, 
Tell him, I'll none oa’t ; Had he heen a God, . .- 3 
Ail his Omnipotence could not rciiore ~ eee 7 
My Fame diminilkd, lofs of Sacred Hononr,”: 
The Radiancy of Majelty eclips’d. - 
For ought befides, it is not worth my Care ; 

: 7 F | 
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Thy Giver, and his Gifts are both beneath me. 
Ax, Enough of War the wounded Earth has known ; 
Weary at length, and wafted with deftruction, . 
Sadly fhe rears her ruind Head, tofhew . 
Her Cities humbled, and her Countries fpoil’d, 
And to her mighty Mafters fues for Pence, 
Ob! Sultan! by the Power Divine 1 fwear !. 
With Joy I would refignthe favage Trophics - - 
tn Blood and Battle gain'd, could [attone 
The fatal Breach twixt thy felf and Tamerlane ;. 
_ Aad think a Soldier’s Glory well beitow'd, 
To buy Mankind a Peace, a a 
Bay. And whatarrthou> — 
~Lhat doft prefume to mediate ’twixt the Rage 
Of angry Kings? | 
Ax. A Prince, bern of the nobleit, 
And ot a Soul that anfwers to that Birth, 
Yhat dares not butdo well. Thou doit put cn 
A fore'd Forgeciuinefs, thus notto know me, 
A Guefl fo lately to thy Court, then mectinz. 
On gentler Terms,—-- | 
Sel, Could ought efface the Merit 
Of brave Axati’s. Name, yet when your Daughter 
Shall tell, how well, how ncbly fhe was us’d ; ~ 
How light this gallant. Prince made all her Bondage ;: _ 
Moft {ure the Roval Bajazet will own, . 
Fhat Honour ftands indebted to. fuch Goodiiel, 
Nor can a Monarchs Friendship more than pay it. 
Baj. Ha! Know’ft thou that fond Girl 2-- Go-- tis mot welieo 
_ And when thou could’ defcend to take a Benefit | 
From a vile Chriftian, and thy Fasher’s Foe,, 
Thou did’ttan Act difhoneft tothy Race; 
Henceforth, unlefs thoumean’ft to cancellall 
My Sharein thee, and write thy felf a Baftard : 
Dye, Starve, know any Evil, any Pain, - 
Rather than tafte a Mercy from thefe Dogs. | 
Sel. Alas! dAxalla ! [ weeping, 
Ax, Weep not lovely Maid s _ “4 : 
§ 
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I {wear, one pearly Drop from thofe fair Eyes 
Would overpay the Service of my Life’; . 
One Sigh from thee has made a large amends 
For all thy angry Father’s Frowns, and Fiercenefs. 

Baj. Oh! mycurs’d Fortune! —— am fat? thus low 2 
Difhonour'd to my Face ? thou Earth born thing, 
Thou Clod! how haft thou dard to lift thy Eyes 
Uptothe Sacred Race of mighty Ottoman? 


3 : > 


- Whom Kings, whom ev n our Prophet's holy OfGpring 


At diftance have behetd ; and what art thou? 
What glorious Titles blazon out thy Birth ? = 
Thou vile Obfcurity ! Ha! - fay thou bafe one. 
Ax. Thus challeng'd Virtue modeft asfhe is =~ ; 
Stands up to do her felf a common Juftice, | 
To anfwer, and affert that inborn Merit, | 7 
That worth, which con{cious to her felf fhe feels. 
Were Honour to be fcar’d by long Defcent, ~~ 
- From Anceftors Iluftrious, [could vaunt 
A Lineage of the greateft, and recount _ 
Among my Fathers, Names of antient Story, 
Heroes, and Ged-like Patriots, who fubdu’d 
The World by Arms, and Virtuc, and being Romans 
Scorn'd to be Kings; but that be theirown Praife:- 
Nor will ] borrow Merit’from the Dead, 
My felf an Undeferver. I could prove , 
My Friendthip fuch, as thou michtft deign t’sccent 
With Honour, when it comes with friendiy Office, 
To render back thy Crow, and former Greatnels 
And yet evn this, ev’n all ispoor, when Selima 
With matchlefs worth weighs down the adverfe Scale. 
-Baj, To give me back what yefte: day took from me, 
Would be to give like Heaven, when having finifh’d 
This World, (the goodly Work of his Creation) ~ 
He bid hisFavourite, Man, be Lord of all, = 
- But this eo — 
. Ax."Nor is this Gift beyond my Power; 
Oit has the mighty Mafter of my Arms 
Urgd me, with large Ambition to dcmand 
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Cc rowns, and Dominions from his bounteous Pow’r + 
"Tis true, [wavd the Proffer, and have held it Ae 

The worthier Choice, to wait upon his Virtues, 

Totethe Friend and Partner of lis Wars,. * 

Than to be Afa’s Lord: Nor wonder then, 

If, in the ConSdence of fuch a Friend{hip, - 

I promife boldly for the Royal Giver, 

~~ Crown, and Empire. : 

Baj. For our Daughter thus 

Mcan'it thou to barter > ha! [tel! thee, Chriflian, 

There is but one, one Dowry, thor canft give, 

And T can ask, worthy my Daughter’s Love. a 
Ax. Oh! name the nughty Ranfom, task my Power, . 

Let therebe Danger, Ditheulty, Death, 

TI’ enhance the Price. 

Bay. Itakethceat thy Word, 

Bring me the Zartar's Head. 

Ax, Ba! 
Baj, T. amerlane’s, 

That Death, that deadly Poifon to my Glory. 
Ax. Prodigion :s ! Horrid! : 
Sef, Loft | for ever loft ! 

Baj, And could’it thou hope to bribe me w ich ought elfe? 

With a vile Peace patch d up on ilavith Terms > 

With tributary Kingihip? ---No--- to merit 

A Recompence fromme, fatemy Revenge. 

The Zartar is my Bane, f cannot bear him ; 

Onc Heav’n and Earth can never hold us both + ; 

Stilkthall we hate, and with defiance deadly 

Kecp Rage alive, tillonebe loft for ever; 

Asif two Suns fhould meet in the Meridian, 

i (irive in ficry Combat for the paflage. 

 Weep’tt thou fond Girl? Nowas thy King, and Father, 

I charge thee, drive this Slave trora thy remembrance : 
Hate fhall be piousin thee; * come, and join §*Layixg hold 

To curfethy Father's Foes. } on her Hand, 
Sel, poco forever! . | . 

Now apm Dury, art thou yet obe Y dy, 6 Hue. 2 

; There 
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_ There isno more to give thee, O, Axalla, 
, [ Bajazet leads out Selima, fhe bin bs k. 
on Axalla. 
Ax, "Tis what] fear’d, Fool that Iwas t’ obey : 
The Coward Love, that coiild not bear her Frown, . 
Has wrought his own Undoing. Perhaps, ev’n now, 
The Tyrant’s Rage prevails upon her Fears. - 
Fiercely he ftorms, fhe weeps, and fighs, and trembles, 
But fwears at length, to think on me no more. © | 
He bad me take her.——Butoh! gracious Honour! ~ |. 
Upon what Terms? My Sou! yet thudders at it, 
And flands, but half recover’d of her Fright. 
The Head of Tamerlane ! monftrous Impiety ! ! 
Bleed, bleed to Death, my Heart, be Virtuc’s Martyr. 
Oh, Emperor, I own lou ht to give thee 
Some nobler Mark, than dying, of my Faith. 
Then let the Pains | feel my Friend{hip prove, - | 
‘Tis calier far to die, tian ceafe to hove. [Exit Axalla, 


A 





SCENE If, “Tamerlane’s Caiip. 


Enter feverally Monefes, and Prince f Tanais, 


Mon. FE Inot prefs untimely on his leifure, 
You would much bind a Stranger to your Service, 
-Togive me means of Audience from thc Emperor. 
Pr, Moft willingly, tho’ forthe prefent Moment 
We mutt entreat your flay ; he holds him private. 
Mon, ¥44s Council, I prefume, 
Pr. No; the. Affair 7 
Isnot of Earth, but Eleav’n—a Holy Man, 
One whom our Prophet's Law calls fuch a vee 
Keeps him in Conference. 
Mon. Hours ot Religion, - 
Efpecially of Prince’s, claim a Reverence, 
Nor will be interrupted. 





Pr.. 
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Pr. What his Bufinefs 

Imports, we know not; but wali aed Sute | 

This Morn he begg'd admittance. Our preat Mater 

(Than whoin none bows more lowly to high Heaven) 

In reverend regard holds all that bear , 

Relation to Religion, and, on notice 

Of his Requeft, receiv'd him on the inflaat. - 3 
fon, We will attend his Picafure. : [Bxcunt. 


Exter Tamerlane, Pe a Dervife. 


Lam. Thou ring’ft me thy Credentials from the Hichett, 
From Alba, and our Prophet: Speak thy Meffage, 

It muftimport the beft and nobleft Ends. 

Der. Thus {peaks our Holy Mahomet, who has giv’ nthee. 
To reign, and conquer ; Ill do’ft thou repay 
The Bounties of his Hand, unmindful of 
The Fountain, whence thy Streams of Greatnefs flow, - 
Thou haft forgot high Heav n, haft beaten down, 

And trampled on Relizion’s Sandtity. ee 

Zam, Now, as I am a Soldier, and a King 

(The areateft Names of Honour) de but make. 
Thy Imputation out, and Zamerlane 

Shall do thee ample Juttice on huimfelf; 

So muchthe Sacred Name of Heav’n awes me. 
‘Could J fufpect my Soul of harbouring ought 

To its Difuonour, I would fearch it firictly, 
And drive th’ offending Thought with Fury forth.- 

Der. Yes, thou haft hurt our Hol y Prophet's Honour, 
By foring the pernicious Chriflian Sect : 

Thofe, whom hts Sword purfu’d with fell Defruction, ‘ 
Thou tak’ft into thy Bofom, to thy Councils ; 

They are thy cnly Friends: The true Believers 
Mournto behold thee favour this Axvad/a. 

Zam. \ fear me, thou out-go'ft the Prophet’s Crder ; 
And bring’s his venerable Name, to fhelier . 
A Rudenefs ill becoming thee to “ue, 

Or me to fuller. When thou nam’it my Friend, | 
. : Thow 
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Thou ham’ft a Man beyond a Monk's difcerning, i 
Vertuous, and Great, a Warriour, and a Prince. 
Der, Heisa Chriftian ; there our Law condemas hin, 

Altho’ he were ev'n- all thou {fpeak’{t, and more. | 
Tam. *Tis falfe ; no Law Divine condemns the Virtuous, 

For differing from the Rules your Schuols: devife. 

Look round, how Providence beftows alike 

Sunfhine artd Rain, to biefsthe fruitful Year, 

On different Nations, all of different Faiths 5 

Ard (tho by feveral Names and Titles worfhipp’d) 

Fieav'n takes the various Tribute of their Praife ; 

Since all agree toown, at leaft to mean, 

One beft, one preatelt, only Lord of All. 

Thus when he view’d the many Forms of Nature, 

Fle found that all was good, and bleft the fair Variety. 
Der, Moit fmpious, and Profane —- nay, frown not, Prince, 

Full of the Prophet, i defpife the Danger - 

Thy angry Power may threaten: J command thee 

To hear, and to obcy; fince, thas fays Ad:homer, 

Why have | nvade thee dreadful to the Nations ? 

Why have I giv’n.thee Conqueft 2 but to tpread 

My facred Lew ev’n tothe utmoft Earth, | 

And make my Holy Mecca the World’s Wothip 2 > 

Go on, and wherefoe’ er thy Arms fhall profper, 

Plant there the P rophiet’ s Name: with Sword‘and Fire, 

Drive out all other raiths, and Ict the World 

Confefs him only. | . 2 
Tam, Hodhe but commanded - 

My Sword ta. conquer afl, tomake the World 

Know but one Lord, the Task were not fo hard ; 

‘Twere butto do w hat has been done already ; 

_And Philips Son, and Cefar did as much : 

But to fubdue th’ unconquerable Mind, 

To make one Reafor have the fame Fifect 

Upon all Apprehenfions ; to force this, 

— Orthis Man, juftto think, as thou and Ido; 

Impofiible! Unlefs Souls were alike 


laall, which differ now lke Humane nie: ; 
SO | Der. 





- fort 
Der: Well might the res Caufe be carry don, >. 7 
Tf Afuyndmren did not mane war on Aluffadmen, - ; 
VVhy hold'it thou Capiive a believiag Monarch 2» 
Now, as thou hop’f to “fcape the Pr ‘ophet’ S Curfe, 
Releate the Royal Bujazet, and joi n 
VVith Force united, to detiroy t he Chriftians. 
Tam?Tis well---[have found Lie Caufe that mov'd thy Zeal 
V Vhat fhatlow Politician iet thee on , 
In hopes tofnglt me this way to compliance 2 
— Der. Our Vrophet only, ——— 
Zam. No——thoudo'tt bely him, 
Thou Maker of new Faiths! that dari to build 
Thy fond Inventions on Religion’s Name, 
Religion’s Luitre is by native Innceence 
Divinely pure, and fimple from all Arts; . oy = 
You daub and drei her like a common Miftre {s, 
The Harlot of your Fancies; and by adauing 
lie Beauties, which fhe wants not, makes the VVorld 
Sufpect, her Anecl’ s Face ts toul beneath, 
And wo not bear all Lights. Hence! J lave found thee. 
Der. Ihave but one refort. Now aidme, Prophet. [afde. 
Yet have | fomewhat further to unfold ; 
Our Prophet fpeaks to thee in Thunde fo * hus 
_ LU The Dervite draws a conceal'd Dagger, and 
offers to flab Tamerilane.. 
Tam. No, Villain, Heav’n is watchful o’¢z its VVorfhippers, 
[Wrefting the Dagger from him. 
And blaftsthe Murderer’s Purpofe. Think rhou, VVretch, 
Think on the Pains that wait thy Crime, and tremble 
VVhen I fhall doom thee -~—-~ 7 
Der. Tisbut Death atlaf, 
And 1 will fuiler preatly for the Cauf 
J hat urg’d me firtt to the bold Deed, 
Tam. Ch, impious ! 
Enthufiafm thus makes V Vee Martyrs. ( @ 44 
(Favjieg.) Mt fliall be to.--- To die! ’twerea Rew ard——~—. 
Now learn the dificrence ‘twixi thy Faith and mine: 
Thine bids thee lift chy Dagger to my Throat, | 
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Mine can forgive the VVrong, and bid thee live. 7 
Keepthy own wicked Secret, andbe fafe: - | 
If thou continu't fil tobethefame, _ . 
‘Tis Punifhment enough to be a Villain: 
If thou repent’ft, I havegaind one to Vertue, , 
And am, inthat, rewardedformy.Mercy, © -. . 
Hence! from my fight !——It fhocks my Soul, to think 
That there is {uch a Monfter in my Kind. | [Exit Dervife. 
VVhither will Man’sImpiety extend? 
Oh gracious Heay'n!. do’ft thou with-hold thy Thunder, - 
VVhen bold Affaffinestake thy Nameupon’emn,.. =.” 
And fwear, they are the Champions of thy Caufe?> __ 
_. , Enter Monefes. | 
Mon. Oh, Emperor ! before whofe awful Throne kneeling 
Th affli@ed never kneel in vain for Jutftice, to Tam. 
Undone, and ruin’d, blafted in my Hopes, 
__ Here let me fall before your facred Feet, 
And groan out my Misfortunes, all your Pity, 
(The laft Support and Refuge that is left a - 
Shall raife me from the Ground, and bid me live. 
Tam. Rife, Prince, nor let me reckon up thy VVorth, 
And tell, how boldly That might bid thee ask, 
Left I fhould make a Merit of my Juttice, 
The common Debt I owe to thee, to All, 
Ev’n to the meaneft of Mankind, the Charter + 
By which I claim my Crown, and Heav'ns Prote4tion: 
Speak then astoa King, the Sacred Name 
Where Pow’r is lodg’d, for Righteous Ends alone.. 
Mon. One only Joy, one Bleffing, my fond Heart — 
Had fix’d its Wifhes on, andthat is loft; . 
That Sifter, for whofe fafety my: fad Soul 
Endurd athoufand Fears———— ti 
_ Tam, J well remember, 8 
When. e’re the Battles joind, J faw thee firft, - 
With Grief uncommon to a Brother’s Love, . oe 
Thou told’f{t a moving Tale of her Misfortunes, .. -- 
G 


— 
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Such as be fpoke my Pity. Is there ought oe 
Thou canft demand from Friendthip? ask, and have it. 

Aion, Firft, Oh! let me cnzreat your Royal Goodnefs! 
Forgive the Folly of a Lover's Caution, 3 
That forg’da Taic of Falfhood to deceive you: . 

Said ¥, fhe was my Sifter: —— Oh! ’tis talfe, a 
She holds a dearer Incereft in my Soul, | & “a 
Such as thie clofcft ties of Blood ne’er knew? 

An Torrett, fuch as Pow'’r, Wealth and Honour 

Can't buy, but Love, Love only can befow ; 

She was the Milrels of my Vows, my Bride, 

By Contract mine; and long e’re this, the Pricft 

Had ty’d the Knot for ever, had not Bajazet --— 

Tam. Ha! Bajazet /— If yet his Pow’r with-holds 

The Caute of all thy Sorrows, all thy Fears, 

‘ Ev'n Gratitude for once fhall gain upon nim, 

Spite of his Savage Temper, “to reftore hier. 

This Mona Soldier brought a Captive Beauty,. 

Sad, tho’ fhe {cein’d: yet of a Form moft rare, 

By much the noblett pen of all the Field: 

Evn Scipio, or a Victor yet more cold, 

Might have forgot his Vertue, at her fight. 

Struck with a pleating Wonder, J beheid her,. | 

Till by a. Slave that w vaited near her Perfon, ; 
~Tearnt the was the Captive Sulcan’s Wite; = 
Strait T forbid my Eyes the dancerons Joy — 

Of gazing long, and fent her to her Lord. | 

ifon, There was Monefes loft. Too fure my Heart: 

(From the firft mention of her wond'rous Charms) | : 


fs 
a 





Pretag’d ic could be only my: Arpafu. 7 
Tam. Artafia-! did thou fay? , BS a a 
Mon. Yes, my Arpafta. | ‘ 


Tam Sure! miftake, or fain I would miftake thee. 
Tnam‘d the Queen of "Rajazet, his Wife, 

Mon. His Queen | | His Wife ! he brings that Holy Title, 
To varnith o'er the monfrous V Vrongs he has done me. 

Tam, Alas! I fear me, Prince, thy Griefs are jul; 

Ow art need unhappy. 








—_ 
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Man. Can you p:ty me. | S ust 
And not redrefs? * Ou, Royal Zameriane! — {* Kueelinz. 
Thou Succour of the VVretched, reach thy ” — 
To fave me fremthe Grave, and from Ob vicm ; 
Be gracious to the Hopes thae wait my Youth. 
Oh? let not Sorrow blaftme, left I wither, 
And fall in vile Dihonour. Let thy Juttice , 
Reftore me my Arpafia; give her back, : ' 
Back to my VVihcs, to my Tran {ports give aa 
To my fond, reftlefs, bleeding, dying Bofom : 
Oh! give her to me yet while 1 have Life 
To blefs thee for the Bounty. Oh, Arpafta! -_ 
Tam, Unhappy Royal Youth, why do ft thou ask 
VVhat Honour mutt deny? Ha! Isthenot | 
His VVife, whom he has wedded, whom enjoy’d>~ 
And would’ft thou have my partial Friendihip brcak , 
That Holy Knot which ty'd once, all Mankind 
Agree to hold Sacred, and undiflolvable : 
The Brutal Violence would ftain my Juitice, 
And brand me with a Tyrant’s hated Name | . 
To late Pofterity. : 
Mon. Are then the Vows, 
The Holy Vows we regiftred i in Heav’ n, 
But common Air? 
Tam. Could thy fond Love forget 
The Violation of a firft Enjoyment? i ne 
But Sorrow has difturb’d ie hurt thy Mind. 
Mon, Perhaps it has, and like anidle Madman, 
That wanders with a Train of hoating Boys, 
I do athoufand things tofhame my Reafon. _ 
Thea let me fly, an he my Follics with me . | | 
Far, far from the World's Sight ;——~ Honour, and Fame, | 
Arms, and the glorious War fhall be forgotten : 
No noble Sound of Greatnefs, or Ambition, 
Shall wake my drowfy Soul from her dead Sleep, 
Till the faft Trump do fummon. 
Tam. Let thy Virtue 
Stand up, andanf{wer to thefe warring Paffions, 
- 4 Go.  ‘Thae 
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| | That vexthy manly Temper. Fromthe moment 
| When firt IT faw thee, fomcrhing wondrous nobie 
: | Shone thro’ thy Forin, and won my Friendihip for thee, 
Vithout the tedious Formof long Acquaintance ; 
: Nor will I lofe thee poorly for a Woman : 
Come, droop no more, thou fhalt with me purfue 
True Grearnets, till we rife to Immortality ; 
Thou fhalt forget thele Iciler Cares, Afcwefes, 
‘Lhou shalt, and help me to reform the World. 
Mon, Sothe good Genius warns his mortal Charge, 
To fly the evil Fate, thar ftill purfues him, 
—Villit have wrought bis Ruin. Sacred Tamerlane, 
Thy Words are as the Breath of Angcls tome; 
But oh! too deep the wounding Grief is fixe - 
, | Foranyhandtoheal, _ : 
Tam. This dull Defpair , | 
isthe Souls Lazyneis: Roufe to the Combat, 
’ And thou art fure to conquer. War fhall reftore thee ; 
The Sound of Arms fhall wake thy martial Ardow, 
And cure this amorous Sicknefs of thy Soul, 
Begun by floth, and nurs’dby too much eafe ; 
The idle God of Love fupinely dreams, - - 
Amidft inglorious Shades and purling Streams; 
Inrofie Fetters, and fantaflick Chains, ~~ 
Ae binds deluded Maids and fimple Swains, 
With fofe Enjoyments, woes em to forget 
- The hardy Toils, and Labours of the great. 
But if the warlike Trumpet’s loud Alauns 
To virtuous Acts excite, and manly Arms; 7 
The Coward Boy avows his abje@ Fear, | | 
Onfilken Wingsfublime he cutstheAir,, - 9 ‘ 
Scar’d atthe noble Noife, and Thunder of the War. — 
: Exeunt. 


End of the third Ack, 
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ACT IV. SCENE LL - 
SCENE Bajaze’s Tent. 


> 


Exrer Haly and the Dervift. 4 


Ha. | O {cape with Life from an Attenipt like this, 
| Demandsmy Wonder juftly, =. 
' Der. Trueit mays 2 
But tis a Principle of his mew Faith ; ; 
Tis what his Chriftian Favourites have infpir’d, 
Who fondly make a Merit of Forgivenefs, — 
And give their Foes a fecond Opportunity, 
It the firft Blow fhould mifs:——~ Failing toferve <- 
The Sultan to my withs. and ev'n defpairing = 
Of further means, t’effect his Liberty, 
A lucky Accident retriev’d my Hopes. 18, 
Ha. The Prophet, and our Matter will reward’. :- 
Thy Zeal in theiy behalf; but {peak thy Purpofe. 
___Der. Juft ent'ring here I met the Zartar General, 
Fierce Omar, | 3 
a, He commands (if I miflake not) 
Tous Quarter of the Army, and ourGuards. = * 
__ Ler. The fame; by his {tern Afpeét, and the Fires 
That kindled ia his Eyes, Iguefs’dthe Tumule 
Some Wrong had rais’d in his tempeftuous Souls +’ 
A Fnendihip of old Date had giv’n me Priviledge, | 
To ask of his Concerns ; Inthort I learn’d, 

hat burning for the Sultan’s beaueous Daughter, 
He had bey’d her, as a Captive of the War, ~ 
From Tamerlane » but meeting with denial 
Of what he thought, his Services miglit claim 5 
Loudly he ftorms, and curfes the /rudian. 
As caufe of this Affront x I join’d his Rage, | 


: a 
/ : 7 
, 
. 


And | 
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And added to his Injuries, the Wrongs 

Our Prophet datiy meets fron chis axa Za. 

But fee, he comes, Improve what L:hall tell, 

And all we withis ours, —— | as eles to talk 
. tegetber aftde. 





Enter Omar, 





Om. No if I forgive it, 

_ Dithonour blaft my Name ; was it for this 

That I directed his firft Steps to Greatnefs > 
Taught him to climb, and made him what he is ? 
When our great Caw firft bent his Eyes towards him, 
(Then petty Prince of Parthiz) and by me 
Perfwaded, rais'd him to his Daughter's Bed, 
Call’d him his Son, and Succeffor of Erapire : | 
Wasit forthis, that likea RockI ftood, 

And ftemm'd the Torrent of our 7Zartar Lords, 
Whofeorndh's upftart Sway? When Calzbes 

In bold Rebellion drew ev'n half the Provinces 
To own his Caufe, J, like his Better Angel, . 
Stood by his fhaking Throne, and fixt it faft ; 
And am I now fo loft to his remembrance ? 

That when I ask a Captive, he fhall tefl me, 
Sheis 4xaJa’s Richi, bis Chrifuan Minion. 

Der. Allow me, valiant Oxzar, to demand, 
Sinceiniurd thus, why right you not your (elf > 
The Prize you ask isin your Power, 

Om, Its, 
And I will feize it, in defpight of Zamerlane, 
And that Ztalian Dog. - 4 

fa, VVhat necd of Force? 

_ VVhenevery tuing concurs to meet your VVuhes | 

Our mighty Mafter would not wifh a Son 

Nobler than Omar; frotna Father's hand | ! 
Receive that Daughter, which ungrateful Tamerlane  *- 
Has to your worth deny’d. _ 

Om, Now by my Aris, | 
It will be great Revenge. VVhat will your Sultan 


r 


Give 


\ ‘ 


Give tothe Man that hall reftore his Liberzy, — | 

His Crown? ‘and give him Pow'r to wreck his Hatred” 

Upon his greateft Foe? 3 : 
Fa, Allhe cart ask, | 


& ) 
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And farbeyond his VVih-— - o. [7+ umpets. 


Om. Thefe Trumpcts {peak | 
The Emperor’s approach ; he comes, once more, ” & 
Tooffer Terms of Peace; retire —— within 
I will know fareher, he grows deadly to me, 
And curfe me, Prophet, if Inot 1 repay 
ths Hate, with retributio: 1 ie as mortal. 





poles 


‘Scene draws, di fcowers Arpatia lying ona Couch 
AS one to Sleep. By a Lady, 


0 Thee, ob! gentle Sleep, alone 
Is owing all our Peace, 
By Thee our Foys are -heighten'd firow#, 
By Thee our Sorrows ceafe: 


The Nymph, whofe Hand: of Fraud, or Fores a 
Some Tyrant bas poffe of d, _s 
By Thee, obtaining a Divorce, 
In ber own Choice, is bieft. 


Ob ! flay; Arpatia bids shee fay, 
The fadly weeping Fair 

Conjures Thee, not to lofe in Day 
The Object of ber Care; 


Th gralp whofe pleaf ng Form fie fought, 
That Motion chac’t ber Sleep, 

Thus by our felves, are oft’ nef —_ po 
The — for ne wee a ia 


& 


Arp. 
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Arp. Oh! Death ! thou gentle end of human Sorrows, 
Still mutt my weary Eye-lids vainly wake | 

In tedious Expectation of thy Peaca: . 
VVhy fland thy thoufand thoufand Doors fill open, 


‘To takethe VVretchedin? If flernReligion ..  :: » 


Guards every Paflage, and forbids my Entrance 1-—--——= 
Lucrece could bleed, and Porcia {wallow Fire, - 
VVhen urg'd with Grieis beyond a mortal Sufferance 5 
Bot here it rauft not be. Think then, Arpaftia, . 

Think on the Sacred Dictates of thy Faith! 0: 01-2 * 
Andletthararmthy Virtue, topertorm 40.00% bua 


VVhat Cato's Daughter durft not, —— Live Arpahe, 


_ And dare tobe unhappy. 


Enter aT anieelanes ane Attendants 


- Tam. VVi.en Fortune fmies upon eit Soldier's Arms, » 
And adds ev’n Beauty to adorn his Conqueft, 
Yet fhe ordains, the fair hould know no Fears, 
No Sorrows, to pollute their lovely Eyes 5 
But fhould be us’d ev'n nobly, as her felf, 
The Queen and Goddefs of the Warrior's Vows, 
Such VVelcome, asa Camp can give, fair Sultanefs, 
We hope you have receiv’d, * fall be larger, 
And better, as it may a 

Arp. Since I have born . : 
That miferable Mark of fatal Gece. | 

I have forgor all difference of Conditions, 

Paso rsand Fetters are grown equall to me, 
And the betl Change, my Fate can bring, is Death. 

Zam, VVhen Sorrow dwells in fuch an Angel Form, 
VVell may we guefs, that thofe above are Mourners ; 
Virtue is wrong d, and bletcing Innecenee . 
Suffers fome wondrous Viclation here, 
To. make the Satnts look fad. On! teach my Power 
To cure thofe Ills, which you unjuflly fuffer, . 
Left Heav'n fhould wreft it from my idle Hand, 
If llook on, and fee you weep in vain. 





Arp. 
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‘Arp. Not that nty Soul difdains the generous Aid, 
Thy Royal Goodnefs proffers; but oh! Emperor, 
It is not now in my Fate to be made happy : ' 
Nor will I liften to the Cos’ner, Hope ; 
But ftand refolv’d, to bear the beating Storm, 
That roars around me; fafeinthis alone, 
That I am not Immortal.—T ho? *tis hard, _ 
Tis wond’rous hard, when I remember thee 
(Dear Native Greece} and you, ye weeping Maids, | 
That were Companions of my Virgin Youth: 
My noble Parents! Oh! the grief bf Heart ! 
The Pangs, that, for unhappy me, brings down 
Their reverend Ages to the Grave with Sorrow } 
And yét, there isa Woe furpaffing all, | 
Ye Saints and Angels, give me of your Conftancy, 
Tf you expect I fhall endure it long. 
Tam. Why ismy Pity all, that I can give 
To Tears like yours? And yet I fear ’tis all, 
Nor care Task, what mighty Lofs youmourn, 
Left Honour fhould forbid to give it back. | 
Arp. No, Tamerlane, nor did Imean Thou fhouldft. 
But know (tho’ to the weaknefs of my Sex 4 
T-yield thefe Tears) my Soul is more than Man. 
Think Iam borna Greek, nor doubt my Virtue : 
A Greek! from who's fam’d Anceftors of old, 
Kome drew the Patterns of her boafted Heroes : 
They muft be mighty Evils, that can vanquifh 
A Spartan Courage, and a Chriftian Faith. 


Eater Bajazet. 


B2. ‘To know nothought of Reft! to havethe Mind 
Crill miniftring frefh Plagues! as in a Circle, 
Where cre Difhonour treads upon another; 
What know the Fiends beyond it? * Ha! by Hell ! 
* Seeing Arp. and Tam. 
There wanted only this, to make me mad. 





FI | Comes 
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Comes he to triumph here? to rob my Love? . 
And violate the laft retreat of Happinefs ? _ 
Tam. But that Il read upon thy frowning Brow, 
That War yet lives, and rages in thy Breaft : 
Once more (in pity to the faf’ring World) 
I meant to offer Peace 
Ba. And meamit Thou too, 
To treat it with our Emprefs? And to barter 
‘The Spoils, which Fortune gave thee, for her Favours * 
Arp. What would the Tyrant ? [Afide.. 
Bij. Scel’ tt thou thus our Friendfhip ? | 
Is this the Royal Ufage, thou did’ft boat? 
Tam. The boiling Paton that difturbs thy Soul, - 
Spreads Cloudsaround, and make thy purpofe dark —~ 
Unriddle what thy myftick Fury aims at. 
Buj. Is it a Riddles Read it there explain’d, — 
There inmy Shame. Now judge me thou, O Prophet, 
And equal Heav’n, if this demand not Rage! a os 
The Peafant-Hind begot, and born to Slavery, ( 
Yet dares affert a Husband’s facred Right, oe 
And guard his homely Couch from Violation, 
_ And fhalla Monarch tamely bear the Wrong. 
Without complaining ? | - 
Lam. Uf T could have wrone’d thee, | 
If confcious Virtue, and all-judging Heaven 
Stood not between, to bar ungovern’d Appetite;. 
What hindred,, butin {pite of thee, my Captive; . 
Imight have us’d a. Victor’s boundicis Power, 
And fated every Wifh my Soui could form. 
But to fecure thy Pears, know, Bajacer, 
This is among the ‘Things I dare not do. 
Fy. By Hell! ’tisfalle; elfe, wherefore art thou prefent ? 
What cam’ft thou for, but to undo my Honour ? 
L found thee holding amorous Parley with her, 
Gazing, and gloting on her wanton Eyes, 
And bargaining for Pleafures yet to come ;_ 
My. Life, know, is the devoted Price, . : 
Bur takeit, Lam weary of the Pain. 
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Tam, Ye eer thou rafhly urge my Rage too far, 

I warn thee to take heed, Tama Man, 

And have the Frailties common to Man’s Nature; 

The fiery Seeds of Wrath areinmy Temper, 

And may be blown up to fo fierce a Blaze, 

As Wifdom cannot rule. Know, thou has toucht me 

Ey’nin the niceft, tendereft part, my Honour. | : 

My Honour! which, like Pow’r, difdains being queftion’d ; 

Thy Freath has blafted my fair Virtue’s Fame, 

And mark’d me fora Villain, and a Tyrant. — 
arp. And ftand I here anidle Looker on? 

To {ce my Innocence murder’d and mangled 

By tarbarous Hands? Nor can revenge the Wrong. 

Artthou a Man, and dar’ft thou ufe me thus? [To Ba} 

Hait thou not torn me from my native Country ? 

From the dear Arms of my lamenting Friends? 

From my Soul’s Peace, and from my injur’d Love ? 

Haft thou not ruin’d, blotted me for ever, 

And driv’n me to the brink of black Defpair? 

Andis it in thy Malice yet, to add _ 

A Wound more deep, to fully my white Name, _ 

My Virtue? ‘ | 

Ez}, Yes, thou halt thy Sexcs Virtues, 
Their AfeGtation, Pride, Ll Nature, Noife, - 
Pronencfs to change, ev’n from the Joy, that pleas’d *ci: : 
0 gracious is your Idol, dear Variety, ‘ 
Jat for another Love you would forgo 

“n Aagei’s Form, to mingle witha Devil’s; 

Through every State, and Rank of Men you wander ; 

+ llewn yourlargeExperiencetakesin all. 

1 he diferent Nationsof the Peopled Earth. . | | 
4p, Why fought’ ft thounot trom thy ownImpious Tribe © 
“Wife, like one of thefe ; for fuch, thy Race 

_ Ot human Nature brings forth fuch) affords. 

Grece, for chaft Virgins fam’d, and pious Matrons, 
cms not with Moniters, like your Turkifh Wives ; 
Whom euardian Eunuchs, haggard and deform’d, 
Whom Walls and Bars make honeft by conftraint. : 
H 2 Know, 
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Know, Idetelt, hike Hell, the Crime thou méntion’ft : 
Not that I fear, or reverence thee, thou Tyrant : 
Burt that my Soul, confcious of whence it fprung, 
Sits unpolluted in irs facred Temple, 
And (corns to mingle wich a Thought fo mean. 
Taia, Ou Pity! thata Greatnefs fo divine 
Should meet a Fate to wretched, fo unequal. ——— 
Thou blind and wiitul,to the Good that courts thee; [To Bay. 
With opcn-handed Bounty Heaven purfues thee, 
And bids thee Cundeferving as thou art, 
And moatftrous in thy Crimes) be happy yet: , 
Whilft thou, in Fury, do’ft avert the Bleffings, 
And art an evil Genius to thy Self. | . 
Baj. No—Thou! thou art my greateft Curfe on Earth, 
_ Thou, who haft robb’d me of my Crown and Glory, 
And now purfu’ft me tothe Verge of Life, 
To fpoil me of my Honour. Thou! thou Hypocrire! 
That wear’fta Pageant out-fide fhew of Virtue, 
To cover the hot Thoughts, that glow within, 
Thou rank Adulterer ! 
Tam. Oh! That thou wert a 
The Lord of all thofe Thoufands, that lie breathlefs 
On yonder Field of Blood: That I again 
Might hunt thee in the Facc of Death and Danger, 
Through the tumultuous Battle, and there force thee 
Vanquifht and finking underneath my Arm, 
To own, thou haftt:adue’d me, likea Villain. 
Bj, Ha! does it galithce, Tartar? By Revenge! © 
It Joys me much, to find, thou feel’ft my Fury, 
Yes! Iwill Eccho to thee, thou Adulterer ! | 
Thou do’f{t profane the Name of King and Soldier, 
And like a Ruffan-Bravo cam’ft with Force 
To violate thc Holy Marriage-Bed. — 
Tam. Wer't thou cot fhelter’d by thy abject State, 
The Captive of my Sword; by my juft Anger ! 
My Breath, like Thunder, fhould confound thy Pride, 
And doom thee dead, thisinftant, witha Word. | 
Bai. ’Tis falle! my Fate’s above thee, and thou dar’ft not. 
Tana, | 
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Tam. Hat dare nor? Thou haft rais’¢ my pond’rous Rage, 
And now it falls to crufli thee at a Blow. 
A Guard there—-—™* Seize and drag him to his Fate. 
: [Enter «Guard, they fetze Bajazet. 
Tyrant, Pildoa double Juftice on thee, | 
At once revenge my felf, and-all Mankind. | 
Baj. Well do'ft thou, e’er thy Violence and Luft 
Invade my Bed, thus to begin with Marder ;_ 
Drown all thy Fears in Blood, and Sin fecurely. 
Tam. Away! 
Arp. kneeling.) Oh flay ! I charee thee, by Renown ;. 
By that bright Glory, thy great Soul purfues ! 
Call back the doom of Death. 
Tam. Faw uyur’d Excellence, 
Why doft chou kneel, and wafte uch precious Pray’rs,. 
(As might e’vn bribe the Saints to partial Juitice) 
~ For one to Goodnefs loft ? who firft undid thee, 
Who fill purfues, and ageravates the Wrong. 
Ba. By Alba! no—I will not wear a Life 
Bought with fuch vile Difhonour.—Death shall free me 
At once from Infamy, and thee, thou Traytrefs! 
Arp. No matter, tho’ the whiftling Winds grow loud, 
And the rude Tempett roars, ’tis idle Rage, 
Oh! mark it not. But let thy fteady Virtuc 
Be conftant to its Temper ; fave his Life, 
And fave Arpafe from the iport of ‘Talkers. 
Think, how the bufy, medling World {hall tofs. 
Thy mighty Name abour, in fcurril Mirth; 
Shall brand chy Vengeance, as a foul Defign, 
And make fuch monttrous Legends of our Lives,. 
As late Potterity {hall blufh in reading. 
Tam. Oh matchlefs Virtue! Yes I will obey ; 
Tho? Laggard in the Race, admiring yet, 
T will purfue the fhining Path thou tread7it. | 
Sultan, be fafe. Reafon refumes her Empire, | 
| [The Guards releafe Bajazet.. 
And 1 am cool again. Here break we off, : 
Leit further Speech fhould minifter new Rage. | 
Wilely 
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Wifely from dangerous Paffions I retreat, 
To keep a Conquel ft, which was hard to get; 
And oh! ’tis time I fhculd for Plight prepare, 
A War more fatal feems to threaten there, 
And ail my Rebel-blood affilts the Fair: 
One moment more, and [too late {hall find, | 
‘That Lowe's the ftronzelt Pow’r that Lords it o’er the Mind. 
(Exit Tamerlane foclowed by the Guards. 
Baj. To what new Shame, what Plague am I refenw’d? 
Why did my Stars refufe me to die warm ? 
While yet my Regal State ftood unirypeach’d, 
Nor knew thie Curte of having One above me; 
Then too (altho’ by force I praipt the Joy) 
My Love was fafc, nor felt the rack of doubt : 
Why ha‘t chou fore’d this nauteous Life pep me? 
fs it to triampa over me? Pat Twill, 
T will be free, 1 will forcet > all ; 
The Bitter and the Sweet, the Joy and Pain, 
Death fhall expunge at once, and eafe my Soul. 
Prophet, take notice, Iditclaim thy Para: Nice, 
a fragrant Bow’rs, and everlafting Shades, 
Vhou ha att plac’ *d Woman chere, and “all thy Joysare tainted. 
{Est Bajazet. 
eirp. A lithe longer yct, be frong, my Hearz, 
A little longer let thie buly Spirits ba x 
Keep on their chearful round. Itworotbe: . . . 
Love, Sorrow, and the Sting cf vile Reproach, | 
Sreceedine one another in their Courie, 
Line Drop: of Eaung Watcr onthe Marble, 
At length have worn my boaited Courage down: 
Iwill indulg ge the Woman in ny Soul, 
And civea loot to Tears, and to Impatience ; 
Death isat laitmy due, and I will have it. 
And fee, the poor Joa-fes comes to take 
ne fad Adicu, endthen we part for ever, 
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- Enter Monefes 


Mon. Already am I onward of my way ;- - 

Thy tuneful Voice comes like a hollow Sound 

Ac diftance tomy Ears. My Eyes grow heavy,. 
And all the glorious Lights of Heav’n look dim; 
Tis the laft Office they fhalkeverdome, — 

To view thee once, and then to clofe and die. 
Arp. Alas! how happy have we been, Mewefes ? 
Ye gentle Days, that once were ours; what Joys. 
Did every chearful Morning bring alone? 

No Fears, no Jealoufies, no angry Parents, 

That for unequal Births, or Fortunes frown’d; 

Sut Love, that kindly join’d our Hearts, to biefs us, .. 
Made usa Bleffing too to all befides. 


Mon. Ob! Caft not thy remembrance back, Arpafia, 


"Tis Grief unutterable, ’tis Diftraction ! 
But let chis Jaft of hours be peaceful Sorrow ; 
Herelet me kneel, and pay my latelt Vows ; 
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Be witnefs, all ye Saints, thou Heav’n.and Nature,. - | 


Be witnefs of. my Truth, for you have known it;.. 

be witnefs, chatI never knewa Pleafure .. 

Tn all the: World, could offer like Arpafia 5. - 

Be witnefs, thatTliv’d butia Arpaia; 

And oh! be witnefs, that her Lofs has kill’d me.. 
Arp. While thou art {peaking, Life begins to fai!, 

And every tender Accent chiils like Death, 

On! let me hafte then yet, e’er Day deciincs, 

And the long Night prevail, once more, to tell thee.. 

What, and how dear Afmc/es has beep to me... 

What has he not been ?+——All tue Names of Love,.. 

Brothers, or Fathers, Husbands, all are poor: | 

Menefes is my felt, in my. fond Heart, | 

Ev’n in my vital Blood he lives.and reigns ; ; 

The laft dear Object of my parting Soul . 

Will be AYonefes ; thelatt Breath that tingers- 

Within my panting Breait, fhall igh Monefes. 


3 


Wa. 
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‘ion, Te is enough! Now tothy Reft, my Soul, 
Yue Word, and thou have made an end at once. 
Arp. Fain would [fill detain thee, hold thee fill . 

Nor Honour can forb'd, that we together = 
Should fhare the poor few Minutes that remain ; 

I (wear, methinks this fad Society co =e 
Has fomewhar pleafing in it. Death's dark Shadas 
Seem, as we Journy os, tolofe their Horror: 

At near approach the Moniters form’d by fear > 
Are vaniflit all, and leave che Profpett clear: 
Amuidit the gloomy Vale, a pleafing Scene 

With Flow’rs adorn’d, and never-fading Green, 9 * 
Inviting {lands co take the Wretched in... : 
No Wars, nc Wrongs, no Tyrants, no De(fpair, 
Dilturb the Quiet of a Place fo fair, 


But injur’d Lovers find Evizism there. 


e 


fy 


Eweunt. 
Exter Bajazet, Omar, Haly, and the Dervife. 


Baj. Now by the glorious Tomb that fhrines our Prophet, 
By Mecca’s facted Temple! here I fwear! | 
Our Daughter is thy Bride; andto that Gift 
Such Wealth, fuch Pow’r, {nch Honours will Ladd, 
That Monarchs fhail with Envy view thy Stare, 
Andown, Thouart a Demy-God to Them. 
Thou haft given me what 1 wifh’d, Power of Revenge, - 
And whena King rewards, *tis ample Retribution. ; 
Um. Twelve Tartar Lords, each potent in his Tribe, 
Have {worn to own my Caufe, and draw their Thoufands © 
To Morrow, fromth’ ungrateful Parthian’s fide ; 
The Day declining feems to yield to Night, 
E’er little more than half her Courfe be ended, 
In an aufpicious Hour prepare for Fughe , ‘ 
The Leaders of the Troops thro? which we pafs, 
Rais’d by my Pow’r, devoted to my Service, 
Shall make our Paflage fecret, afid fecure. 


~ 


Der. 


- 
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Der. Already, mighty Sultan, art thou fafe, 
Since by yon paffing Torches Light, I guefs 
To his Favilion Tamerlane retires, 
Actended by a Train of waiting Courtiers. 
All, who remain within thefe cats, are chine, 
Andhai thee, as their Lord, , 
Ha, th? Italian Prince, , 
With fad Monefes are not yet gone forth. 

D.j. Ha! With our Queen and Daughter? 

Om. Vhey are ours ; ta 
Tinark’r the Slaves, who waited on 4x2 ; 
They, when the Empcror pati ont, preft on, 
Ard mingled with the Crowd, nor mill cheir Lord : 
Re isyour Pris’ner, Sir, I go this moment, 
To feize, and bring him, to receive his Doom. 

7 (Exit Omar. 

By, Hafie, Healy, follow, and fecure the Greek, 

Fim too Ll wifh to keep within in my Power. 


; (Exit Haly. 
Der, If my dread Lord permit his Slave to f{peak, 
I would advife to {pare Axalla’s Lite, 
Till we are fafe beyond the Parthian’s Power: 
Him, as our Pledge of Safety, may we hold; 
And, could you gain him to affiit your Flight, 
{t might import you much. 
ba. Thou ConnfelP ft well; 
Ant tho T hate him, for he isa Chriftian, 
And to my mortal Enemy devoted, 
Yettofecure ry Liberty, and Vengeance, 
I with henow were ours. 
Der, And fee! they comel 7 
Ortune repeats, again fhe courts your Side, 
And, with this firft fair Offering of Succefs, 
She Woes you, to forget her Crime of yefterday. 


a 


june 
rr 
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Enter Omar with Ayaila Prifoner, Selima following weepings 


Ax. I wo’not call thee Villain, ’tisa Name 

Too holy for thy Crime; to break chy Paith, 

And turn a Rebel to fc good a Matter, 

Is.an Ingratitude unmarch’d on Earth; 

The firit revolting Angel’s Pride could only 

Do more, thanthou hait done. Thou Copy’ft well, 
And keep’tt the black Original in view. 

Om, Do, Rage, and vainly call upon thy Mafter, 
To fave his Minion ; my Revenge has caught thee, 
And I will make thee Curt thar fond Prefumption, 
That jet thee on, to rival me in ought. 

By. Chriftiaa, Paola chy Pate at my Diipofal 
One only way remainsto Mercy open, - 
Be Partner of my Flight, and my Revenge, 

And thou art faig. “hy other Choice is Death. - 

Om, What means the Sultan ? 

Der. 1 Conjure you, noid -——= : 
Your Rival is devoted to Deftru@tion, (Afide to Omar: 
Nor wouid the Sultan now deier his Fate 
But for our common Safety-—* Liften further. (/Vbi/pers. 

Ax. Then briefly thus. Death isthe Choice, I make 5, 
Since, next to Heav’n, my Maltcr, and my Friend 
Has Intereft in my Life, and {till fhhall claim it. 

Baj. Then take thy Wifh.———Call in our Mutes. 

Sel. My Father, | 
If yet you have not {worn to caff me off, 

And turn meout, to wander in Misfortune; 
If- yet my Voice be gracious in your Ears; 

If yet my Duty aod my Love odend nor, 

Oh ! call your Sentence back, and fave Axalla, 

Baj. Rite, Sedzmz, the Slave deterves to.die, 

Who durft, with fuilen Pride, refule my Mercy > 
Yer, for thy Sake, once more I offer Life. 

&). Some Angel whifper to my anxious Soul 

What I fhall do to fuvehim.——=Ob ! axalls ! 
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Ts it fo eafy to thee, to forfake me? 
Can’{t thou refolve, with all this cold Indifference, 
Never to fee me more? To leave me here 
The miferable Mourner of thy Fate, 
Condemn’d, to wafte my Widow’d Virgin Youth, 
My tedious Days and Nights 1n lonely Weeping, 
And never know the Voice of Comfort more. 

Ax, Search not too deep the Sorrows of my Breaft ; 
Thou fay’ft, Tam Indifferent, and Cold. 
Oh ! isit poffible, my Eyes fhould tell 
So littic of the fighting Storm within. * | 
Oh! turn thee from me, fave me from thy Beauties, 
Falfhood and Ruin all look lovely there. 
Oh! Ict my lab’ring Soul yet -{truggle thro’ 
Twil——I wau'd refolve to die, and leave thee. 

Ba. Then let him dte-—He trifles with my Favour 3 
Thave too long attended his Refolves. 
~ Sel to Buj.] Oh! ftaya Minute, yet a Minute longer ; 
A Minute is a little fpace in Life: 
There is a kind Confenting tn his Eyes, 
And {hall win him to your Royal Will. | | 
Oh! my Axalls, feem but to Confent (To Axalia afd:. 
Unkind and Cruel, will you then do nothing ? 
I find, Iam not worth thy leaft of Cares. 

Ax, Oh! labour not to hang Difhonour on me: 

Tcould bear Sicknefs, Pain, and Poverty, | 
Thofe mortal Evils worfe than Death, for thee. 











But this. It has the force of Fate againft us, 
And cannot be. q . 
Sl, Sze, fee, Sir, he relents, _ [To Bajazet. 


Already he inclines to own your Caufe: 
A little longer, and he is all yours. — 
Baj. Then mark how far a Father’s fondnefs yields: 
Till Midnight I defer the Death he merits, 
And give him up till then to thy Perfuafion. 
If by that time he meets my Wull, he lives; — 
If not, thy felf fhaltown, he dies with Jutftice. 


I 2 Asx, 


Ax. Tis but to lengthen Lite upon the Rack. 
Lam refolv’d already. 
Sel. Oh! be ftil 
Nor rafhly urge a Ruin on us both, 
>Tis but a mornent mere I have to fave thee. 
Be kind, aufpicious 4’ha, tomy Pray’r, , 
More for my Love, than for my Seif I tear, 
Neglc& Mankiad awhile, and make him ail thy Care. 
[Exeunt Axaila and Selima. 
Baj. Monefes !—Is that Dog fecui’d ? 
Om, Hes. | 
Baj. "Tis well—My Soul perceives returning Greatnefs, 
As Nature fecisthe Spring. Lightly fhe bounds, 
And fhakes Difhonour, like a Burdea, from her, 
Once more Imperial, awful, and her feck. . 
So when of old fove from the Titans fled, | 
Anmon’s rade Front his radiant Face bely’d, 
Anda! the Maiety of Heaven lay hid. : 
At Icngth by Fate to Pow’r Divine reftor’d, 
His Thunder taught the World, to know it’s Lord, 
The God grew terrible again, and was again ador’d, | 
| [Excunt..— 


~~ 


ACT 


TAM ERLANE. Ex 
ACEP. V. SCENE I. 
SCENE Bajazet’s Tam. 


Enter Arpafia. 


frp, (NUre ’tis a Horror, more than Darknefsbrings — 
That fit’s upon the Night; Fate ts aproad. . 

Some ruling Fiend hangs in the dusky Air, 

And fcatters Ruin, Death, and wild Diftra&tion, 

O’er all the wretched Race of Man below: 

Not long ago,a Troop of ghaftly Slaves 

Rufh’t in, and forc’t Mone/es from my Sight; 

Death hung foheavy on his drooping Spirits, - 

That fcarcely could he fay -- Furvmed —— for ever, . 

And yet, methinks, fome gentle Spirit whifpers 

Thy Peace draws near, arpafia Sigh no more ; 

_ And fee the King of Terrors is at hand; 

His Minifter appears. 


Enter Bajazet, ana Haly. 


Baj. afide to Haly] The reft ¥ leave 
Tothy difpatch. For oh ! My faithful Had, 
Another Care has taken up thy Matter ; 
Spight of the high-wranght Tempeit in my Soul, 
Spight of the Pangs, which Jeaiouly has coit me; 
This haughty Woman reigns within my Breatt: 
In vain I itriveto put ner from my Thoughis, 

0 dive her out with Empire, and Revence: 
_ Still fhe comes back like a retiring Tide, 

That Ebbs a while, but ftrait returns again, 
And {wells above the Beach. : 

Ha. Why wears my Lord : 
An anxiousthought, for what his Pow’r commands ? 


W he gQ- 
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When in aa happy hour, you fhall eer long 
Haveborn the Emprefs, from amidit your Foes, 
She muf be yours, be only, and.all yours. 


Bj. Onthat depends my fear. Yes ! I muft have her, 


Town I willnot, cannot go without her ; 
But fuch isthe condition of our Flight, | 
That fhould fhe not confent, t' would hazard all, 
To bear her hence by force ; Thus f refolve then, 
By Threats, and Prayr’s, by every way to move her ; 
if all prevail not, Force is left, at laft ; 

And i will fer Lite, Empire on the Venture, 
To keep her mine.——Be near, to wait my Will. 


When laft we parted, twasonangry Terms, 
Let the remembrance dye, or kindly chink 
That jealous Rage is but a haity Fiame, 

That blazes out, when Love too fiercely burns. 

Avp, For theeto wrong me, and for me to fufler, 
Is the hard Leflon that my Soul has lcarn’t ; 

And now I ftand prepai’d for all to come: 
Nor is it worth my lefure to diftinguith, 

lf Love, or Jealoufy comrait the violence; 
Fach have alike been fatalto my Peace, 
Corfirming me a Wretch, and thee a Pyrant. 

Ba. Scallto deform thy gerit:e Brow with Frowns! 
And ftill to be perverfe! It is a. manner 
Abhorrent from the fuftnefs of thy Sex 
Women, like Suinmer Storms, a while are Cloudy, 
Burft outin Thunder, and impetuous Show’rs ; 
But frait the Sun cf Beauty dawns abroad, 

And all the fair Horifon is ferene. 

Arp. Vhen to retrieve the honour of my Sex, 
Here Tdilclaim that Changing, and Inconftancy ; 
To Thee l will be ever, as Tam. | 

Bay. Vhou fay tt, Pama Tyrant, think fo fill, 
And let i warm thy Pradence, to lay hold 
On he zood hour cf Peace, that courts thee now 3 


souls fuia’d ke mise, brook beiog teern’d, but Il; 


[Exs Haly. 
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Be well advis’d, and profic by my patience, 
Icis-a fhori-liv’d Virtue. | 
Arp. Turnthy Eyes 
Back on the Story of my Woes, Barbarian. 
Thou that ha’it violated all Refpetts 
Due to my Sex, and Honour of my Birth, 
Thou brutal Ravifher! that haft undone me, 
Ruin’d my Love! Can I have Peace with thee ? ° 
Impoffible ! firft Heav’n and Hell fhall join, 
They only differ more.: 
Baj. I fee, "tis vain, 
To court thy ftubborn Temper with Endearments.. . 
Refolvethis moment, to return my Love, 
And be the willing Partner of my Flight, ' 
Or by the Propher’s holy Law! thou dy’ft.’ | 
Arp, And doft thou hope, to fright me with that Fantome? ° 
Death? ’Fis the greateft Mercy choucarft give; 
So frequent are the Murders of thy Reign, | 
One Day {carce pafling by unmarkt with Blood, 
That Children, by long ule, have learn’t to fcorn it: 
Know, I difdain to aid thy treacherous purpofe, 
And fhould’{t thou dare to forceme, with my Cries ° 
T will call Heaven and Earth tomy Affiftance. 
Ba. Confufion! doft thou brave me? Butmy Wrath : 
Shall find a Pallage to thy {welling Heart, 
And rack thee worfe, than all the Pains of Death. 
_ That Grecian Dog, the Minion of thy Withes, - 
Shall be drag’d forth, and butcher’d in thy ficht; 
Thou fhale behold him, when his Pangs are terrible, | 
Then, when he ftares, and gafps, and {truggles ftronsly, . 
Ev nin the bittereft Agony of dying ; 
Tillthou fhale rend thy Hair, tear out thy Eyes, . 
Aadcurfe thy Pride, while I applaud my Vengeance. : 
Arp, Ob! fatal Image! All my Powers give way, . 
And Refolution fickens at the Thought 5 
A Flood of Paffion:rifesin my Breaft, 
And labours fiercely upward to my Eyes... 
Come, all ye great Examples of my Sex, | 
: Chaft 
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Chat — ins, tender Wives, and pious Matrons:; 
| Ye holy Marvyrs, who, with wond’rous Faith 
, : And Conftancy unfha ken, have fuftain’d 
| The Rage of crucl Men, "and fiery Perfecution ; 
| Come to my Aid, and teach me to dcfy : 
| The malice of this Fiend. I feel, I fol 
| Your facred Spirit arm me to Refiftance. 
| ‘Yes, Tyrant, I will ftand this fhock of Fate ; 
4 Will liveto triumph overthee, for a moment, 
oa die well pleas’d, and follow my Monefes. 
j. Thou talk’it it well: But talking is thy Privilege, 
Tis Il the boafled Courage of thy Sex; 
Tho’, for thy Soul, thou dar’it not meet the Dan ger. 
oA p. By all my hopes of Happinets I dare 
My Soul is come within her ken of Heaven; 


Charm’d with the Jovs and Beautics of that place, 
Her Thoughts, and all le: Cares fhe fixes there, - 
And tis in vain for thee, to raze below: 
Thus Stars Inne bright, and keep their place above, 
Tho’ rung Winds deform this Lower World. 
Ba. This moment isthe Tryal. 
Arp. Letitcome ; 
This moment then fhall fhew Jam a Greck, 
And {peak my Country’s Courage in my fiJering, 
Daj. Here, Mercy, f difclaim thee. Mark me,  Traitrefs ! 
My Love prepares a Vithm to thy Pride, 
And when it greets thee next, ‘owl be in Blood. 
: (Exit Bajazet. 
‘Arp. My Heart beats higher, and my nimble Spirits 
Rice fwiftiy thro’ their pur rple Channels round: . 
Tis we lait blaze of Life: Nature revives 
Likea dim, winking Lamp, that fiathes brightly 
With parting Lig he, anc ftrait is dark tor ever. | 
And fee! nv let of Sorrows is at hand: | 
Peaih and eer Scometoge.nce t O MC 5 
Asif my Szars that had fo for = -‘becn cruel, 
Grow kind at kaft, and cave rie all I with: 
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Exter 





Enter Monefes, guarded by fome Mates ; others attending with : 
a Cup of Poifon and « Bav-fring, - 


Mon. charge ye, O ye Minifter of Fate, 
Be fwift to execure your Mafter’s ‘Will, 
Bear meto my Arpafia; let me tell he;, 
The Tyrant is grown kind. He bids me go, 
And die beneath her Feet. A Joy fhoots thro’ | 
My drooping Breatt, asoften, whenthe Trumpct . 
Has cal?d my youthful Ardour forth to Battle; 
High in my Hopes, and iavifhr with the Sound; - 
Thave rufhteageron amidft che foremoft == 
To purchafe Victory, or glorious Death. - 
Arp. If it.be Happinefs alas! todie, 
To lie forgotten in the {went Grave, ont 
ToLove, and Glory ioft, and from among 
The greavCreacor’s Works expung’d and blotted, 
Then very fhortty fhall-webothbe happy. =. s ,- 
Mon. There is no room fer,doubt, ’tis certain Blifs 5 -° 
The Tyrant’s cruel Violence, thy Lofs, a 
Atready feem more light, nor has my Soul - .°: . 
One unrepented: Guilt upon remembrance, _ 
To make me dread the Juftice of hereafter; 
But ftanding now on the la(t Verge of Life... ; 
Boldly I view the vat Abyfs, Hternity, oo 
Fager to plunge, and leave my Woes behind me. 
Arp. By all the Truth of our paft Lives I vow! 
Todie! appears a very nothing tome: ° 
Butoh! Mozefes, fhould I notatlow — a 
Somewhat to Love, and to my Sexes cendernefs, 
This very Now, I could put off my being, 
Without a Groan; but to behold thee die—— 
_ Nature‘fhrinks in me, at.the dreadiul Thought, 
Nor can.my Conftancy fuftuin thisBlow. = 6s 
Mon. Since thou art.arm’d for all things, after Death, 
Me ere the Pomp gt hip 
< Inightful torby Eyes? ‘There's aot a Pain, a 
' ee, eee -Whicds 
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Which Age, or Sicknefs brings, the leaft a 
That vexcs any part of this fine Frame, 

Is fullas grievous: All that the Mind feels 

Is much, much morc.—~And fee, I go to prove it. 


~ 


- Eater 4 Mute; he figus to the rejt, who pr offer the Bow. on firing 
toM onefes. 


Arp. Think cer we pait! 
Mon, OF what ? 
Arp. OF fomething Soft, : 
Tender and kind, of fomethiag shel liala fad. . 
Oh! my fullSoul!. ; 
Moa. My ‘T onane is ata lots, 
Thoughrs crowd (0 faft, thy Name isall Pve left, 
My kindett ! tructt' deareit t belt Arpafia | 
: [The Mates flruggle with | Lim. 
dep. I havea thoufarid; thoujand Things to utter, . 
A thoufind ‘more to.hear yet. > Barbarous “Vilains ! 
Give mca Minute. Spcuk to me, Moxefes, 0 
‘Mion. Speak tothee? "Vis thie Bufinels of my Life, 
? Tis all the ufeI have far vital Airc ban © Paee 
Stand off yc Slaves! Tortell thee, thac my. Hearts == s+: 
Ts full of thee; that ev’A at this dread moment, " a Gd 
Pes fond Eyes gaze with Joy-and Rapturo onthee, i. 
eels and Light’ it ae aré not fo fair. ° Cee ee ae 


ad 
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| Eater Bs jadet, , Baly, Git Hite 
Bay. Hal w kerde fives this: Dig? Be quick, J yeiSlaves, 
Andridme of the Paine “72 as 
Mon, For only D Death, Oe es Suna 
And the laf Niel ht can thue out my Appafis: i 
(The Mates jirangle Monefes, 
Arp. O1! difmalt "tis not tobe born. © Ye agar 
Ye Tallérs, what are all your Precepts now f . - 
Patience? Diftrattion’® blaft the Tyrant, blaft him, 
Avenging Lichtnines, fi ae: him heace, ye Fiends? 


- | ~ Love 
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Love! Death! Monefes! Naturecannomore, _ 
: Ruin isoa her, and fhe finks: at orice. | 


She Finks down, 


Baj. Help, Healy, raife hier UP, aidbear sahil 
| Ha, Als fhe faints: 

Arp. No, Tyrant, ‘isin vain; 
Oh! Iam now beyond thy cruel Power’: ‘ 


2 eee 
+ = 


~ Ev’nall thetedious Day of Life Ive wandred, 
Bewildred with Misfortunes ; : 
At length ’tis Night, and Lhave reach’t my home + 
Forgetting all the Toils and Troublespatt,’ >. ..-. 
Weary Pil lay me down, and — till Oh! 





Baj. Fly, ye Slaves, . 
And fetch me Cordials. No fhe rll r not die... -T 
Spight of her fullen Pride, Pilhoid in Life, 03.7 
And force her to be bleft againft her Will. =; 
Ha. Already ’tis beyorid the Power of Art ; 
For fee a deadly Cold has-froze the Blood, . 
The plyant Limbs grow. ftiff, and lofe their ute, 
And all the animating Fire is quencht : : 
Even Beauty too is dead ; anafby Pale 
Grows o’er the Rofes, the red Lips have loft. 
Their Hagrant Hew, for want of that {weet Breath, - 
That blelt ’em with tts Odours, asic paft. 
Baj. Can it be poffible ¢ Can Rage aud Grief, 
Can Love and Indignation be fo fierce, 
So mortal ina Woman’s Heart ¢ Confufion! |; 
Is fhe efcapt then ? What is Royalty? 
If thofe, that arc my Slaves, and {lould live for me, 
Can die, and bid defiance to my Power. 7 


Enter v7 Dervife. . 


Der. The vilians Did: fends, to tell thy Greatnels, 
The hour of Flight is come, and urges halte, 
Since he defcrys near Tamerlane’s Pavilion, 
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[Ss he dres, 


The peaceful Slumber of the Grave-is on me ; aa mem 


K 2 ~ Bright 
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Bri ight Troops of crowding Torches, who frach thence: 

Oneither Hand ftretch far into the N ight, 

And feem to form a fhining Front of Battle. | 

Behold, ev’n from this place, thou may’ft difcern em. 

(Looking ont. 

Baj. By Alba! yes! they caft 4 Day ardund’em, 

And the Plain feems thick {et with Stars, a$ Heav’n. 

Ha! or my Eyes are faite, they move this way.: . 

*Tiscertain fo. Fly, Huy, to our Daughter. _ aly. 

Let fome fecure the Chriitian Prince Axalla : 

| oe ie be — this Minutes 2 a 4 


~ 


Enter ons a | 


Om. Loft ! Undone ro : 
Baj. What meant thou ? f 
Om. Allour hopes of Flicht are loft ; 7 
Mirvan and Zama, with the Parthian Horfe, 
Enclofe us round, they hold us ina Toil. _ | 
Baj. Ha! whence this unexpected Curfe of Chance ? : 
Om. Too late Tlearnt, thatearly inthe Night = 9 + | : 
A Slave was iufter’d by the Princefs order, 9 | 1 
. To pafs the Guard ; I clove the Vitain down, -- : 
Who yielded to his F ight ; ; but that’s noor ‘Vengeance. 
‘That Pugitive has rais’d the Camp upon us, — 
And unpercens’d, by favour of the Nicht, 
In fileace they have marcht to intercept us. 
Bap My Daugiic lt ob! che Fraitrefs £ | 
Der. Yet, we have | - Gs 
Axailaiaour Power, and angry Lamerlane ( 
Will buy his Favourite’s Lite, on any ‘Lerms.. “ 
Om, Widh thefe few Friends I have, } fora while, 
Can tace their Force 5 if they refute us Peace, — 
Revenge fhall (weeten Ru: D, aud "twill Joy me, 
To diay my Vou dowa wiahime, inmyital. 
| { Exet Omar. 
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Enver Haly, with Selima weeping, 


Bef. See where fle comes! with well-diffembled Innocence, 
With Truth, and Faith fo lovely in her Face, 
As if the durft ev’n difavow the Falfhood.—— 
Hop’it thou to make amends with trifling Tears, 
| For my loft Crown, and difappointed Vengeance ? 
Ungrateful Selma! thy Father’sCurfe! 
Bring forth the Minion of - her foolifh Heart : 
He dies this Moment.——-__ . 
1a, Would I could not {peak 
The Crime of fatal Love, the Slave who fled, 
By whom we are undone; was that Axle e 
24. Hat fay’it thou?— ” 
472, Hid bencath that yile Appearance, 
The Princefs found a means for his Efcape. 
!. 4 am undone! ev’n Nature has difclaim’d me; - 
My Father! have I loft you all ?’——-My Father! - 
Ba. ‘Talk’tt thou of Nature? who haft broke her Bands t: 
- Theu art my Bane, thou Witch! thov Infant Parricide! 
But T will {tudy to be ftrangely cruel, 
twill forget the Folly of my Fondrefs; sed 
Drive al] the Father from my Breaft, now {natch thee, 
“ar thee to pieces, drink thy treacherous Bloed,.’ 
oe Make the anfwer all my great Revenge: ~ 
ROW, thou Traitrefs! [Offers to kill her.. 
T Sel, Plu nge the Poynard deep! [ She embraces him. 
A he Life my Father gave fhall hear his Summons, | 
ve fue at the Wound Start not, to feel 
5) teart’s warm Blood gufh out upon your Hands, 
A yy _-™ your Spring I drew the Purple Stream, 
me Muft pay it back, if you demand it. . 
“J (encet from my Thoughts! thou foft relenting 
Ha | | (Weaknels, 
ee hou cot given meupa Prey? betray’d me? 
Love Oa! not for Worics, not ev’n for all the Joys, 
“TS; Or the Prophiet’s Paradife can give, cer 
| reuaregy 2 
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Amidit the Fears, and Sorrows of my Soul, 
Amidft the thoufand Pains of anxious T'endernefs, 
I made the gentle kind /x.2/e (wear, 
Your Life, y our Crown, and Honour fhould be fafe: 
Bay, Away! my Soul difdains the vile Dependance. = 
No, let me rather an die tike a King ; : Bes 
Shall I fall down at the proud Tartar’s Foot? -- ee 
And fay, have mercy on me? Hark, they come.. [Shout 
}>(grace will overtake my lingring Hand: 
Die then, thy Fatiicer’s Shame, and bias die with thee. 
(Offers to kill her. 
Sel. For Heave en; for Pity’s fake ! 
Laj, Nomore,thou Trifer! [Sve catches hola ha Arm, | 
Ha! davit thou bar my Will? Tear offher hold. 
Sel, What not for Life § ? Should [not plead tor Life? 


When 4 teaches ev’n the brute Creation, 


‘l'o hold fait that, her belt, her noblett Gift. - _ 
Look on my Eyes, whom you fo ofthave kift, . |: 
And (wore, they were your belt lov’d Queen’ symy Mothers. 
Uehold ’cm now ftreaming for Mercy, Mercy! . 
Look on me, and deny me, if youcan; 
"Tis but for Life I beg, is that a Boon 
So liard for me vobtain? or youto grant? 
Oh! fpare me! {pare your Seésima my Father. 
Baj. A lazy Sloth hangs on my Refolution ; 
It is my Selima!——Ha! What? my Child ? 





_ Andcan I Murder her ?’——Dreadtul Imagination ! 


Again they come. I leave her to my Foes ! [Shoat 
And fhall they triumph o erthe Race of Bayazet ? 
Die Sedma! Usthata Bather’s Voice ? 
Roufe, roufemy Fury! yes fhe dies, the Victim 
To my loft hopes. Out! out! thou foolifh Nature ! 
Juttly fhe fhares the Ruin fhe has made, 
seize her, * ye Slaves, and {trasgic her this moment. 
[ *Toshe Mates, 
Set, Oh! let me die by you! behold my Breaft! 
Iwo o’not fhrink 5 oh ! fave ime but from thee. oe 
[Tie Mutes feize hiv 


Ru. 
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‘Bay. Difpatch - | a 

Sef. But for a moment, while I pray, | 
That Heaven may guard my Royal Father. 

Bay. Dogs! | — 

Sd. That you may only blefs me, eerI die. (Shout. 

Bai. Ye tedious Vilains! then the Work is mine. : 
As Bajazet runs at Selima with his Sword, enter Tamer- 

lane, Axalla, ec. Axalla gets between Bajazet and 
‘Selima, whili#t Tamerlane aud the. refi drive Bajazet: 

and the Mates off the Stage.. } os | 


Ax. And Lamicome to fave thee. Oh! my foy! | 
Be this the whiteft Hour of allmy Life; . | 
This one Succefs is more, than all my Wars, 
The nobleft, deareft Glory of my Sword. | | 
Sel. Alas, Axallz, Death has been around me,: 
My Coward-Soul ftill trembles at the Fright, 
And feems but half fecure, ev’n in thy Arms. 
_ Ax, Retire, my. Fair, and let me guard thee forth, | - 
Biood and tumulcuous,Slauzhter are about us,- —— 
And Danger in her uglieft Forms is here; - | 
Nor wil! che pleafureof my Hearrbe full, . 
Tiflall my Fearsareended inthy Satety, 
D2 > YE xewat Ayala and Selima. 


” ' ea ae Ps ve 2 . a, 
Enter Tamerlane ,. the Prince of ‘Tanais; Zama, Mirvan, . 


( and Soldterss. with Bajazet, Omar, ava fhe Dervile, Pris 
foners. | a ; | 


Tam, Mercy at length gives up her peaccfui Scgpter, 
And Jaftice tternly takes her turato govern ; 
Visa raak World, and asks her l:gencit Sword, 
— Tocucup Vilany of monttrous growth. 
Aiia, take care, that with the carlieft dawn, 
Thofe Traytors meet the Fate, their Treafon merits. 
_ [Pointing to Omar and the Dervile. 
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- To Baj.} For thee, thou Tyrant, whofe oppreffive Violent 


Has ruin’d thofe, thou fhould’tt proteét-at home, - | 


~ Whofe Wars, whofe Slaughters, whote Als Mnations, 


(That bafeit Thirft of Blood, that Sinof Cowards) 
Woole*Faith fo often given, and always violated, i > 


Have been th’ Offeitce of Heav’n, and Plague of Earth. | 


~ What Punifhment is cqual to thy Crimes ¢ 


The Doom, thy Rage delign’d for me, be thine: wt 
Clos’din a Cage, likefonie deftructive Beat, a 
Pll have thee-born about, in publick View, . 


_ Agreat Example of that righteous Vengcance 


¢ 


a 


— Who then Rule beft, when mindful to Obey. 


That waitson Crucity, and Pride like thine. 
Baj. It is beneath me, to decline my Fate, . 

I ftand prepar’d to meet thy ‘utmoft Hate: 

Yet think not, I will long thy Triumph fee, 


None want the Means, when the Soul dares be free-; 


Til Curfe chee with my laft, my parting Breath, 


» And keep the Courage of my Litcin Death ; 


Then boldly venture on that World unknown, 
It cannot ufe me worfe, than this has doit. a 
[Exst Bajazet ¢ verdes. 

Tam. Behoid the vain Effects of Earth-born Pride, 

That {corn’d Heav’ns Laws, and all its Pow’r dety’d; 

That sould the Hand, which torm’d it firft, forget, _ 

And fondly fay, I made my felf, be great: - 

But juitly thote above affert their Sway, ) 

And teach ev’n Kings what Homage they fhould pay, 
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